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[Play this video to see the trailer for this book <3] 


"Hello? Is this thing on?" A soft chuckle left a young man's mouth as he 
learned how to turn his camera on. 


"Hi, I'm Kim Namjoon. I don't know why I'm recording this, maybe it's 
because I'm really happy and have no one to annoy yet since my friends are 
sleeping at five in the morning-" He paused, readjusting the camera lens. 


"This is harder than I thought. I hope I don't break this by the end of the- 
Wait, is this even recording?" He facepalmed himself, feeling helpless as he 
let out a short laughter. 


"Never mind. It is. Anyways, today is the day I start my new job. Nice to 
meet you, as of today, I'm Dr. Kim." The name "Dr. Kim." made the man 
feel proud of himself in a very special way. 


Not only were his friends and family proud of him for all of his hard work 
and greatest achievements, but he could finally feel independent and free 
while saving the lives of other people who he can help cure. 


"Right now, I'm currently searching for a spot to park my car. Oddly 
enough, the parking lot is pretty empty." His eyes wandered around the 
spacious parking lot while he noticed a few minor details about the 
underground parking. 


Such as the flickering lights above the garage. How uneven the yellow 
markings on the stained ground were, and how lonesome the garage was. 


Which seemed strange to him, since before he made it inside of the parking 
lot, he saw over twenty lights were on in individual hospital rooms where 
he assumed that the patients within the rooms weren't inhabiting the rooms 
in that precise moment. 


"I'm going to head to the building now, I'll update you all on how my first 
day on the job went. After I finish working, of course! Haha, goodbye, 
everyone." 


He ended the video with a warm smile then proceeded to look around the 
hospital building while he parked his car. 


"I can't see anything. What does that sign say?" He squinted, putting his 
glasses closer to his face. 


Once parked in the underground parking, Namjoon made sure his car was 
locked and checked the time on his phone. 


"5:25 A.M. Perfect, I'll be able to check in at 5:30 A.M., if I could just open 
this door." Namjoon struggled, squeezing his fingers through a small dent 
on the shiny, metal door that was giving him trouble opening. 


"Excuse me, sir! This door won't open and I'm kind of running late. Can 
you please help me open it?" The man who approached Namjoon had a 
blank facial expression on his face. 


"Sir... That's because it's an elevator. It'll never open that way unless you 
push this button. See?" The younger man felt stupid for getting fooled by an 
elevator. He thanked the older guy for helping him out, then quickly entered 
the mechanical elevator. 


"I see. I'm sorry, it's my first day here." The man and Namjoon had a short 
conversation inside the elevator. The light within the elevator was also 
flickering, but Namjoon was so engaged with the conversation he was 
having with the man, he barely even paid attention to the warnings the 
elevator was giving him. 


"You seem pretty nicely dressed for your first day on the job." The man's 
compliment made Namjoon feel less nervous and more confident. 


"Thanks. I just hope I don't mess this opportunity up." Namjoon bolted up 
when the elevator suddenly stopped and made a screeching noise. 


"Don't be scared, this is such an old building that it makes noise 
everywhere. And if this is just your first day here, then you'll have to get 
used to this every time you take this crappy elevator. Don't worry, I have a 
feeling you're going to do great on your first day here." The man stepped 
out along with Namjoon since he was on the right floor. 


"Hey, thanks for that small talk back there. I'll try to do my best today." He 
smiled. 


"You got this... Umm, what's your name?" 
"I'm Kim Namjoon. What's yours?" The man's eyes lit up. 


"Oh! You're the new guy the boss was talking about. You'll do great here, 
Namjoon. I'm Lee Bohwa. But you can call me Hwang, if you'd like to. 
Follow me, I'll help you get to my boss." In no time, Namjoon and Bohwa 
became friends. 


They parted ways once they got to Namjoon's destination. Bohwa left to 
assist a patient, and Namjoon sat down as his boss interviewed him. 


"T won't let you down, sir. Thank you." Namjoon and the middle-aged man 
exchanged a handshake along with a pleasing smile, then he left to his 
office. 


He wasn't going to lie, the man seemed nice on the outside, but he still felt a 
little bit unsure about him. Maybe it was just Namjoon's mind, or the 
amount of horror movies he binge watches at night, but he was sure the man 
seemed a little bit eager. 


There was just something about that stranger to Namjoon that seemed off. It 
could be his overconfidence, making him seem to forward and fake. 


Or the way his smile was almost too forced, judging by the way his bulging 
eyes were Staring right into his soul, from how widened they were. As a 
new worker, Namjoon felt 

as though Bohwa was trying to make him feel right at home, but he also 
found his kindness a little bit strange. 


"I'm telling you, Yoongi, he's weird. I know I shouldn't judge anyone before 
getting to know them, but this entire building gives me the chills."" Namjoon 
spoke quietly while walking around the hospital. 


"Come on, Joon. You studied so hard to get to where you are now, you got 
this man. Don't stress out about things too much, try avoiding your 
surroundings. Remember: you chose this job to help cure people, not judge 
them or the place they were in. Right?" Yoongi was right. Namjoon thanked 
him for his support and hung up once he was introduced to a nurse. 


She gave him his own office and he adjusted himself on the comfy chair to 
check his papers. 


Patient Jung Hoseok: DOB // February 18, 1994. Gender: M. Room 10. 
Patient Soo Chunji: DOB // June 12, 1987. Gender: F. Room 22. 
Patient Choi Yena: DOB // October 4, 2006. Gender: F. Room 9. 


Namjoon gently organized the papers in his folders and placed them in his 
drawers. 


He then retreated outside of his office again and offered a gentle smile to 
each patient. 


The first one he greeted was his youngest patient, Choi Yena. She was a shy 
little girl, who greeted him back with fear. She suffers from panic attacks 
and anxiety, so it took her mother all the strength and patients she had in her 
to bring her daughter to seek medical attention before her anxiety and 
sickness got worse. 


"Hi, are you her mother?" She nodded. 
"Nice to meet you, I'm Dr. Kim." He smiled. 
"Nice to meet you, Dr. Kim. This is my daughter, Yena. She's been suffering 


with this sickness for days now and we don't know what it is." Namjoon 
nodded, listening carefully. 


"And, may I ask, what are the symptoms she's been having?" 


"Shakiness in her body, chills, she has a very low body temperature, and her 
entire body has bruises that won't fade away. She's been getting them ever 
since we took a trip to Alaska last month." Her mother worried, staring at 
her anxious daughter, who was frowning right back at her. 


"Also, she's been having trouble walking. I attempted to put different shoes 
on her, but she kept on insisting that her feet were sore and achy." With that 
being said, the mother watched as Namjoon assisted her daughter with care, 
hoping to find a solution to her health concerns. 


Namjoon took her blood pressure and checked her pulse. Her heart rate 
came out a little bit high, but it was mainly because the poor girl was so 
nervous. 


"Can you take your shoes and socks off, sweetie?" Namjoon kindly asked. 
The girl nodded. 


His eyes widened with the horrific scenery that unfolded, the second the 
young girl slipped her socks off, revealing silver-bluish bruises. Her toes 
were numb to the touch and had lost all circulation whatsoever, becoming 
completely black. 


NNSs 


"Ma'am, your daughter has a very severe case of frostbite. It started off as 
hypothermia, but now it seems to have escalated to gangrene on three of her 
toes, both sides of her feet." 


The mother was shocked. 


"Oh my God... She must have gotten that on the day we went skiing and she 
forgot to wear socks with her boots. Is there anything you can do, Doctor?" 
The mother hopelessly started to cry as well as her daughter. 


"I'm so sorry, but the only thing that could save your daughter's life is to 
amputate both of her feet, or else the gangrene will keep spreading and it 


could potentially kill her." With that being said, the mother and daughter 
made the heartbreaking choice to amputate both of the frostbitten feet. 


Namjoon left them feeling devastated, but I guess that's what he prepared 
for in the end, so he had to move on and hope for the best for the poor little 
girl. 


NNS 


He moved on to his next patient, still feeling a heaviness within his chest 
after giving his previous patient such heartbreaking news. But as a doctor, 
Namjoon was prepared for doing this more than once. 


The man cleared his throat before knocking on a door, entering the room 
and announcing the patient's name. 


"Jung Hoseok?" 
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[Author's Note: This is what Dr. Kim looks like by the way, to anyone who 
was Curious :) Now, onto the fiction, shall we? And yes, yes this picture did 
go through some minor changes. | 


After an exciting first day of work, Namjoon felt like an accomplished man 
when he headed back to the elevator. He said goodbye to the new friend he 
made, along with a few patients who seemed to love and appreciate the way 
he kindly treated them. 


He quickly held his chest when the elevator made a loud, deafening noise, 
nearly making him lose his balance. 


"T'll have to get use to that..." A shaky sigh emitted from his mouth as he let 
go of his chest and thought about how generous his patients were with him 
today. 


Not a single complaint from either one of them, just half-hearted, barely 
noticeable smiles were left on their faces as they watched Namjoon exit 
their rooms, one by one. 


Rumor has it, that most patients complain about how most doctors and 
nurses treat them, but their biggest fear is when night falls and the darkness 
hits. 


The rooms are all dark, so the patients who stay overnight often complain 
about how cold it is and how the ventilation system doesn't work for them, 
meaning that most of them freeze at night due to the weather circumstances. 


Aside from that, some of them even hear noises and see shadows at night. 
Nurses explained to Namjoon that the patients were usually too drugged up 
with medicine to distinguish between their minds and reality, but that left 
Namjoon a little bit concerned. 


Nothing major, of course. He wasn't going to quit his job just because of 
some rumors. And even if the rumors were true, he wasn't planning on 
quitting a profession he worked so hard on, even if that meant working in 
certain circumstances in that building. 


As he pulled out of the parking lot, he turned his radio on and swiftly drove 
off in peace. 


The car radio was the only thing distracting him from the stories he heard 
today, and in no time he had forgotten all about those rumors and started 
singing. 


A call from his mother made him turn the music down and answer the 
phone. He placed the phone in a comfortable position so he could talk to her 
and drive at the same time with no problems. 


"Mom, guess what, I got the job!" His mother was sure her neighbors heard 
her scream from outside, but she couldn't give a care in the world. She was 
so proud of her son. 


"I'm so happy for you, honey!! All of your hard work paid off in the end. 
You have no idea proud you make me, Namjoon. I love you so much, son. 
You-" She was cut off when Namjoon's father started cheering him on. 


"THAT'S MY BOY!!! WOO!!! GO NAMJOON, GO! GO NAMJOON, GO! 
GO-" He began to choke and ended up coughing. Namjoon started giggling, 
hearing how happy his father was. 


Nothing made him feel better than to hear such supportive messages from 
his parents. 


"GO NAMJOON! Haha, sorry, son. We knew you would make it. I need 
water, hold on." He paused halfway, still choking. 


"I made it thanks to you and mom's support. You two are the best parents I 
could have ever asked for. Thank you all so much." Namjoon sweetly 
smiled. His mother smiled back while her and his father cuddled up and 
hugged each other. 


"We love you, son. You have made us the happiest and proudest parents in 
the world." They ended the call with a warm goodbye, and Namjoon turned 
up the volume on his car radio again. 


In no time he had forgotten about everything bad about the building and just 
thought about the good memories he was able to experience in one day. 


His two best friends so far were Lee Bohwa and Jung Hoseok. 


The day ended with him going to sleep after having a hot shower to kill any 
germs he accumulated at the hospital. 


"What a great first day of work, tomorrow will be even better. I can't wait to 
see everyone again." Namjoon thought as he drifted off into a deep sleep. 


NNSs 
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~the next day~ 


"Good morning, Dr. Kim." Everyone was greeting him in such a nice way. 
He was overwhelmed. Hearing them call him by a name he worked so hard 
to go by, Namjoon felt more than honoured. 


"Good morning, Nurse. 
Hi, how are you? 

Good morning, Bohwa. 
Hi! 

Hello, nice to meet you! 


Nice seeing you again, how are you feeling today?" And that was just the 
start of day two. 


Namjoon couldn't feel happier. He was helping out those in need, and in 
return, he was being greeted kindly by everyone on his second day, 
officially working as a doctor. 


How lucky was he to be in such a place with nice people, huh. 
After a couple of visits, he was headed to the cafeteria to have lunch.. 


He needed a lot of Bohwa's help getting anywhere he had to, mainly 
because the building was so big, it felt like he was in a maze. However, 
once he made it to the bright cafeteria with large glass windows and dark 
black chairs, he felt right at home with all of the other suited doctors who 
were rushing their lunch hours to head back to attend their patients. 


"If it weren't for you, I would feel so lost in this huge building." Bohwa just 
laughed, having a bite of his blueberry muffin. 


"Trust me, you wouldn't want to get lost in a building like this." His 
comment made Namjoon laugh as well, though he was left wondering why 
the guy would say something in such a serious tone of voice. 


Namjoon would have taken it as a warning or even a threat, but Bohwa 
continued to speak before he could even say anything to him in return. 


"T mean, you are new here. We wouldn't want our newest doctor to get lost 
in such a large hospital. You can end up anywhere!" His reassuring laughter 
was almost an invite for Namjoon to laugh along as well, so he took it as 
one and accompanied the man by doing so. 


NNSs 


The men ate lunch calmly. The cafeteria was such a warm and welcoming 
place to Namjoon, it almost felt like he was in a food court surrounded by 
normal people, and not sick patients or doctors. 


He felt happy. 


Bohwa spent the entire day showing Namjoon around the building, just so 
he could get used to it and know his way around it. 


"And that's the end of the tour." He chuckled, folding his arms together. 


Namjoon noticed Bohwa was blocking a double door entrance to what 
would appear to be a hallway with poor lighting. He tried getting a closer 
glimpse but he didn't want to be rude and ask more information than he 
should, so he just kept his curiosity to himself. 


"Let's go." Although, judging by how the man was practically dragging him 
away from the double doors he was blocking, he knew something was out 
of order. 


He could tell that the older male was being awfully cautious about him 
sneaking as much as a simple passing glance at those double doors, so, he 


had no choice but to leave with the mystery accumulating within his head. 
~Four hours later~ 


"Something's not right..." Namjoon finished work earlier than he had 
planned, so he had enough time to vlog again. After he placed his papers 
aside, he left his office and saw less movement in the hospital, unlike the 
amount there was earlier this morning. 


It seems as if more and more workers had scattered all around the hospital, 
as Namjoon noticed there were only a few left running the desk, attending 
patients in some rooms he would pass by, and doing smaller tasks than what 
he's used to seeing when he leaves the hospital. 


Nonetheless, he didn't think anything of it. Instead, he tapped his foot 
continuously on the floor while waiting for the elevator to open. Seconds 
after he stepped inside of it, he relaxed himself for the rest of the ride down 
to the underground parking lot. 


When the doors opened, Namjoon made his way towards his car, pressing 
down on his beeper to automatically unlock the doors before even entering 
his vehicle. 


As he got inside of his car, everything was much darker than yesterday. A 
few of the lights within the parking lot seemed to have went out, but he just 
shrugged and pulled his camera out to record. 


"Day two of the job and I have to start off by saying, I'm sorry. I didn't 
continue recording yesterday because I had a lot going through my mind. 
Good things, of course. 


You have no idea how happy I felt yesterday. I got the job, and everyone 
treated me with such respect, and appreciation. I feel at home, guys. I really 
do. Although on my second day working today, something strange 
happened. Well- well, not 'strange' in a "that's so weird, eww" kind of way. 
Let me explain it in a more accurate way: So the friend I made yesterday, 
Lee Bohwa, showed me around the hospital after we had lunch at the 
cafeteria. 


Nothing weird about that. But as we reached the back part of the building, I 
noticed that he kept on, like, trying to kind of block these double doors. I 
managed to peek through a little bit, and the only thing I was able to see 
were the lights flickering on and off like in those horror movies. Sorry, I 
watch too much horror movies and my mind automatically travels to 
another place whenever I see lights flickering. Okay, let me demonstrate-" 
Namjoon tilted 

his camera towards the lights he had seen flickering earlier before and 
started recording them as an example of what he managed to see through 
the double doors Bohwa was covering before. 


"That. That's what I saw inside of that room. I found it kind of strange 
because my friend kept on covering those doors from me. All that I got to 
see where those flickering lights. For now, all I could say is that day two 
went pretty well, but it could have been better if only he would have let me 
seen what was behind those doors. But I won't let that strange encounter 
ruin my day, let alone my career, everyone. I'm still happy with the job, and 
that's all that matters in the end. That is all for now, guys. I have to drive 
and I can't drive while holding my camera or I'll crash. Goodbye!" 
Namjoon waved goodbye and drove off, but not before giving the building 
one last glance. 


The place still gives him chills. He feels intimidated by it, somehow. He 
doesn't know what it is, but something still doesn't seem right about that 
hospital building. 


NNSs 


"BOO!" Namjoon jumped up as Yoongi and his whole family jump scared 
him. 


"SURPRISE! WELCOME HOME, DR. KIM!" His dimpled smile 
reappeared on his face as everyone hugged him one by one. 


"Aww, thanks everyone. This is so thoughtful of you all." Everyone was so 
happy. They were all having a great time, especially Namjoon, who was 
explaining to everyone how his job was going so far. 


What he does, how he handles his patients and what types of things he helps 
them with, and so on. 


NNSs 


It was getting late and everyone was starting to leave. Yoongi walked up to 
Namjoon and looked at him with a sad, yet happy smile on his face. 


"Come here, I wanted to give you something." He handed him over a gift to 
Namjoon. The younger unwrapped the present and his eyes widened with 
excitement. 


"A new camera? This is amazing! Wow. Thanks, Hyung!" He gave Yoongi 
a bro hug, and as they released each other from their embrace, Yoongi 
sighed. 


"What's the sigh for? Are you okay?" Yoongi walked to his room and 
walked out with two suitcases. 


"T'm leaving." 
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"What?" Namjoon asked, a little bit shocked and saddened about the 
unexpected news he received from his friend. 


"I'm sorry. I've been meaning to tell you this for a long time, but I just didn't 
know how. I found my own place, not too far from where you live, but not 
too close either. The reason I want to leave isn't because of you, by the way. 
It's mostly because I feel like you need your own space to do your own 
things." Yoongi said, lifting up the handle of the suitcase with a half-hearted 
smile on his face. 


"We've lived together for so long, man. I honestly don't know what to say. 
I'm happy that you found somewhere to stay, but you don't have to go if you 
don't want to. I really don't mind your company at all, you're my best 
friend." The boys sighed, feeling a little bit nostalgic. 


"Almost five whole years, right?" Yoongi quietly chuckled, breaking the 
silence. 


"Yeah. Five years, buddy." The younger responded, feeling a heaviness in 
his chest as he stared down at the camera Yoongi had gifted him. 


"Hey, me leaving doesn't mean I won't come and visit. You know that, 
right?" He raised his eyebrows. Namjoon nodded. 


"Besides, who else will keep this house clean and call the repairs to fix 
everything you break?" 


"Okay, Yoongs. I think you're right, you need your own place to stay." They 
laugh at each others insults and talk for a while until the sun fully settled 
down. 


"[ have to go now before it gets too dark because moving can be pretty hard 
to do when it gets dark at night. Take care, Namjoon. And send me new 


vlogs whenever you make ones. I like watching your videos. You're very 
creative." The younger nodded, smiling back at his friend. 


"T will. Thanks for everything, Yoongi. You've been a big help to me. You're 
like the brother I never had but always wanted. Take care as well." A car 
horn interrupted Yoongi from speaking. 

"My ride is here. I gotta go. Bye Namjoon!" 

"Bye Yoongi." They hug one last time and part ways. It made Namjoon feel 
sad to see the room next to his room so empty, but he was happy for his best 
friend. 

After his long and tiring day, he went to bed but couldn't sleep. The fact that 
Bohwa was keeping something from him still made him feel strange, and 
the more he thought about it, the less amount of sleep he got. 

As he kept moving his body, his hand ended up inside of an unzipped bag. 
"What's this?" He suddenly felt something inside of it and took the item out, 
only to find 


his old camera. 


"It looks like I won't be needing you anymore, now I can record better 
quality videos." He accidentally turned it on and saw the video he had 
created today. He looked through the videos he had previously created and 
cringed halfway through a few of them. 


He thought of deleting them all when he got a text from Yoongi. 

Yoongi: "Do you still have your old videos?" 

Namjoon: "I was just about to delete them in this precise moment. Why? :)" 
Yoongi: "Nooo, wait. Don't delete them. Can I at least have them? :(" 


Namjoon rolled his eyes and started to whine. 


Namjoon: "Why? They're cringey. And besides, I only recorded two and for 
like four to five minutes of footage or less, only. It's no use in keeping them. 
With the new camera you gave me, I'll be able to record better quality 
videos and send you those instead." 


But Min Yoongi gets what Min Yoongi wants. He somehow convinced the 
younger into sending him the old videos he insisted on, and got them. 


Yoongi: "See? That wasn't so bad, was it? \_/" 


Namjoon: "I have to go sleep now, I gotta get up early for work tomorrow 
:P Goodnight!" 


Yoongi: "Night. Oh, and thanks for letting me stay with the videos." 


Namjoon: "Just don't show them to anyone. They're cringe-worthy. Lol, 
bye." 


Later that night, Namjoon couldn't fall asleep. He kept on opening his eyes, 
staring at nothing but the empty bed beside his. 


He also kept on tossing and turning around in his bed until he finally gave 
in and got up. 


"T never have trouble sleeping... I guess I'll just take two sleeping pills. 
Besides, I don't think they'll cause me any harm." He got up, practically 
dragging his feet towards the medicine cabinet and forcing his eyes open to 
read each label until he found the pills. 


"Warning: Do not take these pills on an empty stomach. Hmm... Very well 
then. I'm a doctor, I should know this. I'm too tired to even bother with 
this." He took two of the sleeping pills in his hand, a croissant roll and a 
glass of water. First, he consumed the small roll of bread, then he took the 
pills and groaned. 


His feet were killing him, he felt like he could pass out at any minute. 


"It looks like the pills worked." He yawned, squinting his eyes while taking 
his contact lenses off. 


Afterwards, the worn out man headed to bed at exactly 12:00 A.M. 
"Five hours left. Just five hours left. Come on, I can do this..." 
~The next day~ 


"Hello, Mr. Chan? Hi, this is Kim Namjoon, the new guy, remember?" 
Namjoon spoke over the phone to his boss. 


"AH, it's you! For a second there I thought you would quit. HAHAHA." 
The man's laughter slightly annoyed Namjoon, but then again, anything 
annoyed him when he woke up at 5:22 A.M., not realizing he had overslept. 


"My apologies for the inconvenience, sir. I promise I'm on my way right 
now. I'll be there in five minutes or less." The man was impressed, Namjoon 
could feel it in his voice. 


"Don't worry about coming a little bit late, Namjoon! Please, take your 
time. Just don't leave, alright?" He furrowed his eyebrows at his phone after 
hearing the words that came out of his boss's mouth. 


"Don't leave? What do you mean by "Don't leave", sir? Boss? Hello?" 
Namjoon realized the man had already hung up, so he just focused on 
finding a parking spot. 


To his surprise, his parking spot was still there almost as if it were waiting 
for him. 


"Coincidence or convenience, maybe even courtesy from other people, but 
whoever keeps leaving me this parking spot, I'll have to thank them because 
it's the closet parking to the elevator." Namjoon thought as he stepped out of 
the car. 


He checked his parking one last time to make sure he wasn't blocking any 
other spaces for cars to park, and once he realized everything was okay, he 
ran towards the elevator. 


His mind was on one thing only: Making it there before six. He checked his 
phone and read the time. 


"Five thirty. Not bad, but not good either. I should have woken up earlier- 
Shit!" He mentally swore at himself, holding his chest. He was so focused 
on arriving early, that he had completely forgotten about the loud noise the 
elevator makes, let alone the eerie squealing sounds. It scared him, but he 
was Slowly starting to adjust to it. 


He stepped off and greeted everyone quickly, skipping a few people just to 
avoid any small talk that could hold him back even more. Once he checked 
in and went to his office, he noticed there was a hot bagel with cream 
cheese in a small cup, along with a cup of coffee waiting for him on his 
desk. 


Aside from that, there was also a note that read: 
"Since you were a little late this morning, 
you may or may not have skipped breakfast. Enjoy :) 


- Your friend, Bohwa." Namjoon smiled, sitting down on the comfy chair. 
He took a small sip of the coffee and almost instantly drank all of it, the 
second it filled up in his mouth. 


He was very low on energy and needed the extra boost, so the warm 
caffeinated coffee really helped him. 


While searching through his papers, he realized he had forgotten one very 
important thing: His uniform. 


"No no, this is the last thing I needed right now. I must have left it in the 
car." He got up and tried avoiding people. Not because he was anti social, 
but because he didn't have the time or the peace of mind to even greet 
anyone. Without his lab coat, he felt like he wasn't even a doctor. 


He had to get it back, immediately. 


"Hey, Namjoon!" The man stopped when he heard a familiar voice call his 
name. He felt guilty to just say hello and leave without saying anything 
else, so he decided to keep the conversation casual. 


"Good morning, Bohwa. Hey, thanks for the bagel and coffee you left on 
my desk, I really needed it." The man smiled at him. 


"I'm glad. Where are you headed to? Isn't your office THAT way?" Bohwa 
asked, suspiciously. Namjoon felt like he owed him an explanation, he did 
help him out a lot since day one, after all. 


"T just left my uniform in the car. I'll be right back." He pushed the button to 
the elevator and realized Bohwa followed him. 


"What a coincidence, I was headed to get my stethoscope in my car. I was 
in such a hurry this morning. I mean, what idiot leaves his own stethoscope 
behind?" 


"The same type of idiot that forgets to wear his own uniform along with his 
stethoscope behind as well." The guys laugh as they make their way 
towards their cars. Namjoon was surprised at just how empty the parking lot 
was. 


"It's weird how there aren't many people down here, right?" The young 
male spoke, looking around the parking lot, staring at the strange lights 
flicking all around him. 


"Nice parking spot." Bohwa complimented, ignoring what the other man 
had just said to him. 


"Thanks. Similar to yours." Namjoon returned the compliment while 
opening the back of his trunk, finding it odd that Bohwa had changed the 
subject so quickly, and even more strange, at the fact that he the man's car 
was next to his. 


"Bohwa parked right next to me. Now this has to be a pure coincidence." 
Once he put his lab coat on and wrapped his stethoscope around his neck, 
Namjoon was good to go. Bohwa followed behind him, but he realized he 
had nothing in his hands. 


"Did you find it?" Bohwa furrowed his eyebrows at the other's question, 
feeling confused. 


"Find what?" Using the tip of his index fingers, Namjoon tapped on his 
ears, lightly. But his friend didn't seem to understand what he was trying to 
say, so he ended up talking. 


"Your stethoscope. You said you had left it in your car, which is parked 
right next to mine." He looked at the ground while adjusting his own 
stethoscope, trying to find Bohwa's. 


"O- OH! Right, right. Well, before I entered the elevator, I realized that I 
just left it in my office. Isn't that hilarious?" Namjoon found it a little bit 
weird. Why would he follow him to the elevator, let alone, all the way to 
the parking lot, if he had his stethoscope already? 


"Yeah. Well, see you around, friend." Namjoon waved as he stepped off of 
the elevator once more, hoping it was his last time. He found Bohwa more 
suspicious each day, but he couldn't focus too much on him right now. His 
job was to attend his patients and manage 

their cases. 


When the, now relaxed doctor, reentered his office, he took his paperwork 
and started to see all of the patients he had. 


Patient Seo Bogeom: DOB // November 14th, 1973. Gender: M. Room 
10 


Patient Lu Crystal: DOB // June 8, 1987. Gender: F. Room 3 

Patient: Kang Ryeon: DOB: August 26th, 1999. Gender: M. Room 602. 
Namjoon had to look at the numbers again. 

"Six hundred and two? There must be a mistake, this building can't have six 
hundred and two rooms." As he held the documents in his hands, a nurse 


named Yoona entered the room. 


"Sir, a patient named Seo Bogeom is waiting for you." She saw Namjoon's 
facial expressions. 


"Is something wrong, Dr. Kim?" She grinned, tilting her head ever so 
slightly. 


"How many rooms does this hospital have, Yoona?" The woman's feet went 
cold. Maybe Namjoon's question intimidated her. 


"Just eighty, sir. Eighty rooms." The man was dumbfounded. 


"T knew there weren't more than a hundred rooms in here." He stared at the 
nurse who looked very nervous. 


"Thank you for verifying that for me, Yoona." Namjoon realized she kept 
on staring at his documents. 


"T'll go check up on my patients now. Goodbye." He took his documents 
with him. 


The woman felt uneasy, but he was relieved she didn't follow behind him. 
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"Sorry to keep you waiting. What seems to have brought you here today?" 
Namjoon asked his patient. 


"Dr. Kim, ever since the last time I stayed here, I noticed something 
strange." 


"Something strange?" 
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"What did you see, Bogeom?" The question his doctor made him wasn't 
answered due to a person interrupting them. 


It was nurse Yoona. 


"Sir, you dropped this..." Namjoon thanked her while she handed him over 
one of his papers. He must have dropped it without realizing. 


Before she left, Namjoon saw the patient's mood had drastically changed. 


His eyes were widened, dark circles forming around them. His body was 
sweating and shaking uncontrollably, and he kept on flinching. 


"Are you alright? You seem a little bit spaced out. Do you know nurse 
Yoona?" Namjoon's voice snapped the man back into reality. 


"Yes." The man got up, without saying another word, and left. 


"Wait, where are you going? Don't leave. Wait!" Namjoon was left talking 
alone when the man ran out of the room. 


"That was weird." He paced around the hospital until he got back to his 
office. 


~flashback~ 


"Sir, you dropped this..."" Namjoon remembered that before the nurse exited 
the room, she gave his patient a death stare. 
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While rearranging his papers, he noticed that the numbers "602" were 
scribbled over by a pen. They were still noticeable to him because he was 
good at unmasking numbers. 


"Maybe she- No. No, Namjoon. That's a stupid thought." The man just 
grabbed his papers and left them inside of a place no one would find them, 
just in case. He was slowly becoming more cautious with his personal 
belongings around the hospital, as well as his important documents. 


"Bohwa!" He called out the man's name after seeing him standing around 
the hallway. 


Bohwa jumped up. "You startled me, haha!! How's it going?" He asked, 
giving Namjoon a handshake. 


"Pretty good. What about you?" 


"Good. Let's head to the cafeteria together later on, okay?" The man agreed, 
but disagreed a few seconds later. 


"T can't. I actually left my lunch in the car, so I'll go pick it up later." He 
walked away, making sure the man didn't follow behind him this time. 
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"Just take two pills: One in the morning, and one at night. And you should 
be all better by Sunday." Namjoon wrote down a prescription for his patient 
and pat its shoulder for reassurance. 


He loved his job. He loved curing people and bringing hope back into their 
lives. 


Which is why nothing could stand in his way or make him quit. 


"Dr. Kim, it's lunch time. Are you coming along with us to the cafeteria?" A 
surgeon asked him. Now that almost everyone knew who Dr. Kim was, they 
all got along with him. 


He politely declined, claiming he was going to have lunch in his car. That 
way he could get some pressure off of him, the rush of people running 
around to eat in the cafeteria wasn't good for his digestion, so he would 
rather eat in peace, alone in his car. 


As he entered the elevator, he sighed loudly. 


"Finally, some peace and quiet." The huge bang and squealing noises got 
worse, right after Namjoon spoke. 


"Except for when I enter this elevator..." He pushed his body in the back of 
the cold, metal elevator and relaxed, but retreated from it, feeling sticky 
substance was getting stuck to his lab coat. 


After he stepped off of the elevator, he shuffled around his bag looking for 
his car keys. 


He got in his car and instead of having lunch, he decided to start recording 
on his new camera. 


"Day three. I've been working here for three days here now and it's not that 
bad. Not as good as the first day, but not as bad either. A few strange things 
happened to me today. Last night I had trouble sleeping. I'm usually a 
heavy sleeper and not even the loudest noise could disturb me, but for some 
reason, last night I got up and couldn't sleep at all. I went to sleep very late 
after taking sleeping pills. I call my boss this morning and apologize to him 
for being late. Usually that would get any boss angry, or even the slightest 
bit pissed or even fire you. Especially if they just hired the person yesterday, 
right? Well not this man. He sounded very... How do I explain this... 
‘Desperate’. When I arrived to my office, I found a bagel and a cup of 
coffee, along with a note from the first friend I made here, named Bohwa. I 
think I told you about him in the last video I made, but I might be wrong. 
But here's where things changed with him. 


It started once I was talking to my patient. Okay, so my patient was telling 
me about an experience he had here when he stayed overnight. When out of 
nowhere, a nurse named Yoona came in just to tell me I had dropped a 
paper. My patient kept staring at her until she left, then he went crazy. He 
turned so pale, I'm pretty sure he was showing signs of a panic attack. I 
remembered that Yoona gave him a death glare before she left. I don't know 
exactly what happened between those two, but if there is one thing I'm sure 
of, is that I don't want anything to do with it. I'm just a doctor, not a 
lawyer... However, my suspicion only worsened when Bohwa came up to me 


and suggested that we have lunch together. I know, you're probably 
thinking, "What's so bad about that?", the thing is that yesterday I told him 
that I had left my lab coat, which is true by the way, in my car. He made up 
an excuse to follow me, so he said that he left his stethoscope in his car. 
When I got my lab coat, I noticed that he didn't have his stethoscope on 
him. When I asked him where his stethoscope was, he just said that he had 
it in his office, or something like that. So then, why would he follow me to 
the elevator if he knew about it, right? I'm kind of skeptical about being 
around him now. Well, I have to go now, I'll let you know how day three 
ends. Goodbye." 


Namjoon ended his video and hid his camera inside of his glove 
compartment so no one sees it and breaks his car window. He was slowly 
beginning to lose everybody's trust. 
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Afterwards, he went to his office again and stayed there to attend a few 
other patients, and prescribe them treatments, medications, and different 
types of resources to help them out. 


By the time he was done, he decided to stay one to two hours later just to 
verify if his folders and everything else were in place. Kim Namjoon is a 
very well organized man when it comes to his job. 


"Desk is cleared, folders are sorted out, computer is off and disconnected, 
and it's time to go." As the man closed the door to his office, the smell of 
clorox and other types of chemicals they use to clean the hospital, swirled 
around his head. 


He didn't have any intentions on following the scent, but something made 
him want to follow it. He looked down at his hands and opened a folder. 


"Go home, Namjoon. Just go home. I have no business in this building, 
other than assisting the sick people. That's it." 


Defeated by his own curiosity, Namjoon mindlessly continued to pace 
around the half empty hospital building. He felt like he shouldn't be doing 


this, but his legs weren't cooperating with his mind, so he continued to walk 
down a long and familiar hallway. 


A flashing image came across his mind. 


"That room. The room Bohwa was preventing me from seeing. What could 
he be hiding behind those double doors?" He held the paper he was 
previously carrying with him and started to read what was scribbled on the 
number 602. 


"Room XXX. Where could you be." Namjoon remembered the place 
Bohwa took him to and got an idea of where to search. But the man was so 
tired, that he eventually just quit. 


Defeated, he walked out of the hospital and went into the elevator again. 
"It's probably just an old storage room, or even a laundry room. Who 


knows. I shouldn't pay attention to it, there are more important things I 
should invest my time and energy on." 
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"Or should I... Go back?" 
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"I know, Yoongi. "Don't believe everything you see in the movies." I get it. 
Haha, alright. Goodnight, man. Take care." Namjoon hung up his call with 
Yoongi and turned his radio off. He wasn't in the mood for listening to 
anything, he was way too tired. 


He ended up leaving the hospital without doing any further investigation. He 
didn't want to get caught by one of the workers there, fearing that they might 
tell his boss and he'll fire him. He can't afford to lose his job right now, 
Namjoon needed it more than anything in the world. 


But at the same time, the curiosity he felt was eating him alive. He knew he 
was just supposed to diagnose sick people and cure them, so why couldn't he 
just forget about his curiosity and the way people were acting around him? 
He didn't know, but in order to clear his mind, the man turned his TV on to 
see what shows or movies they were giving. 


"Woah, the new series just aired on TV today. I guess I could just start one 
episode. But that's it, just one episode." Grabbing a spoon and bowl, 
Namjoon filled up on cereal while watching a horror series he's been waiting 
for since last month. 


"Show time." He plopped onto the couch and stretched his legs out to keep 
his circulation flowing, sighing as his back adjusted to the cushions behind 
him. 

"Just one episode. Just one." 


~One hour later~ 


Groans echoed throughout the apartment as Namjoon stretched his arms out 
and sighed awakening in pitch black darkness. His TV had automatically 
shut off after ten minutes, leaving him to sleep peacefully. 


The man brushed his hair back with his hand, placed the remote down, then 
headed up to his bedroom, where he found it difficult adjusting to the silence 
that surrounded him everywhere. 


"Everything is so dark. Jesus, not even a single light is on." He turned on a 
small yellow lamp on top of his bedside table, to fix his bedroom up before 
going to sleep. It was very messy since he didn't have time to clean it up 
earlier when he left to work. 


"Namjoon, what are you doing in my room?" Namjoon was suddenly 
startled by a familiar voice that made his heart race. 


Standing in a corner in the middle of an empty room that was once his own, 
stood Yoongi. 


"Yoongi?! What are you doing here? I thought you moved out two days 
ago." Namjoon questioned the man, feeling slightly intimidated by his 
unexpected presence. 


"You need to leave." His friend responded in a low, stern tone of voice. The 
younger just rolled his eyes, showing little to no concern at all, not taking 
heed to Yoongi's warning. 


"Is someone jealous that I'm in his bedroom?" He teased, unaware of how 
serious the situation was. To Namjoon, his friend was simply fooling him, as 
he usually does. 


He was no longer smiling when Yoongi got up, and slammed his laptop on 
the floor, causing the screen to hang open. The lights from within started to 
flicker and signal that it was low on battery. 


Yoongi's behavior took a turn from the worst as he got physical with 
Namjoon, pushing him back with violence. 


"Get out, now. You need to go. Just go!" The older man kept dragging the 
younger until he ended up outside of his apartment. Yoongi's aggressiveness 
startled him; he's never seen him act this violent. He wasn't the type to cause 
him harm in any way. 


"Yoongi, what's wrong with you?" When hoping for an answer, Namjoon got 
something much more than that. He got lost. Very lost, in a large, old 
looking building with a distinct smell that intoxicated him. 


He wasn't home anymore. His surroundings had changed, completely. He 
was no longer in his humble abode, but within the place he was starting to 
suspect wasn't as normal as it seems. 


"Bohwa?" He was in the hospital, staring at Bohwa who was standing still 
like a statue, until he heard Namjoon call out his name. 


The building gave him chills throughout his entire body. He was 
experiencing something he's never felt before: His legs were shaking, his 
hands were sweating, ears ringing loudly giving him a mild disturbance. And 
his head was spinning. 


He was nervous, while calling out to Bohwa. 


"Bohwa, where are you going? Hey!" He ran after the man who ended up in 
a dark center of the hospital, near a familiar, suspicious looking room that 
was locked. 


"Dr. Kim, I'd like you to meet Mr. Kim." 


"Mr. Kim?" Just as Bohwa was about to open the double doors to unlock the 
room and show the doctor what truly remained behind those locked doors, 
Namjoon woke up, shivering in a cold sweat. 


"Namjoon. Namjoon answer the door!" He got up, still alert from the strange 
dream he had, and answered the door, minding the television in front of him 
which was still on. 


He grabbed his remote, powering off the electronic device to greet Yoongi 
who was panting heavily while carrying a laptop in one hand and a charger 
on the other. 


"Yoongi? What time is it? And- and wait, what are you doing here?" Of all 
the questions the man asked, his friend only had one answer for them all. 


"Quit your job." Namjoon furrowed his eyebrows, widening his eyes at 
Yoongi, who was hysterical. 


He entered the apartment and plugged in his laptop to charge it while he sat 
down to explain everything. 


"I have something to show you, but my stupid electricity decided to go out 
just as I was about to send it to you. So I had to come all the way here, but 
then my computer decided to play dead. I'll have to show you what I'm 
talking about later on, because if I tell you now, you definitely won't believe 
me." Namjoon was completely lost, and very confused. 


He had no idea what the older man was talking about, but he was willing to 
hear him out, compelled to understand why his friend was visiting him this 
late at night, let alone, with such impulse to show him what was on his 
computer. 


"T just had the strangest dream ever. It was practically a nightmare." The 
younger walked to the kitchen and poured a glass of non-alcoholic wine for 
him and his best friend. He walked over to him as Yoongi turned his laptop 
back on. 


"I swear, it had fully charged earlier. The charge on this laptop lasts me up to 
a whole day sometimes, yet when it was completely charged and I was ready 
to send the video to you, the charge drained out of nowhere when I 
unplugged it, and then my power went out." 


He admitted, as Namjoon handed him the non-alcoholic beverage, he sat 
down and started to relive the nightmare he had, as he told Yoongi 
everything from start to finish. 


Yoongi had chills going up his spine as Namjoon began to explain his 
nightmare to him, feeling further terrified while he gathered up the bravery 
he had left in him to speak about a serious topic to the young man. 


"You saw something jump at you when he opened the door?" Namjoon 
nodded in confirmation of Yoongi's question. 


"Take a look at this." 


The shorter male pressed play on the first video Namjoon sent him, viewing 
the tape in full screen. 


"Hello, is this thing on?" Halfway through the video, Yoongi paused it and 
zoomed in on an image. 


"Look." They both froze in place, staring at the image in front of them. 


An eerie silence lingered around the house for a while, before either one of 
the men spoke. Yoongi being the first to say a word after the bone-chilling 
image left them speechless. 


"Tell me you traveled to work with someone, or I'm burning this laptop as 
soon as I get home." Yoongi stared at the younger man who held his chest, 
feeling a shortness of breath in his lungs, as his mental health slowly 
worsened. He was about to go insane. 


"Yoongi, when I say I was alone, it's because I was. What the hell is that?" 
The boys analyzed the image well, and still saw the same thing: There was a 
shadow of a man in the back seat of Namjoon's car, covering about half of 
his view from the glass window behind his car, and nearly touching the roof 
of his car with his head. 


"Didn't you have a lab coat on that day? Maybe you just left it in the back 
and it came out in the video." Yoongi questioned, hoping that he was right. 


"Yoongi, I have my lab coat on in this video. And you know how well 
organized I am with my things, I don't leave messes anywhere. Especially 
not in the back of my car. And this silhouette is clearly a person! Just look at 
how tall it is, man! It's almost as tall as me." 


As they started to edit the image and added a filter to it, not only did the 
silhouette appear to have a face, but an entire body as well. Namjoon and 
Yoongi both shut the laptop, as soon as possible, no longer able to bear the 
fear they felt. 


"What if the nightmare you had, what if it's linked to this video? Just think 
about it: The hospital you work at, and I'm sorry to tell you this, but it's 
creepy. What if someone died in there and the person's soul followed you 
inside of your car." Namjoon just laughed at Yoongi's theory, as if he had 
told a joke instead of an actual fact. 


"Yoongi, you tease me about watching horror movies all the time, and now 
you're telling me you think some 'demonic presence’ is stuck in my car and 
possibly followed me home?" The younger ended his sentence with another 
laugh, taking a sip of water. 


But the older man knew this was no joking matter, and as he noticed his 
watch almost read 2:00 A.M. he didn't want to run the chance of coming in 
contact with the dark entity that showed up in the video he had in his laptop 
while driving back home, so he stood up from the couch and headed to the 
entrance of Namjoon's apartment. 


"It's getting late. All I have to say is, be careful in the hospital. If you see 
anything else like this, then quit your job. I know it won't be an easy thing to 
do, but you need to keep yourself safe, man. I'm leaving now. Goodbye, 
Namjoon." Yoongi gathered up his things and left Namjoon. 


After the bitter goodbye from his best friend, Namjoon went upstairs and fell 
asleep without experiencing any more nightmares. 


-The next day- 
"Boss, can you spare me a minute?" 


"Namjoon! Of course. Sit down." The man's crooked smile appeared again 
as Namjoon sat down on his squeaky chair. 


"What can I do for you, hmm?" He folded his hands together, staring at the 
young doctor with widened eyes. 


"I want to switch my daytime work to a night shift." 


NNSs 


7 + 


"Namjoon, that's not such a wise thing to ask. People rarely come here at 
night. The only ones that stay here are the patients that stay overnight or 
practically live in their hospital rooms." Namjoon didn't heed the warnings 
his boss was telling him. 


"Sir, you don't have to pay me overtime. I just want to work a night shift 
because I have a lot of things to do during the day. Aside from a doctor, I 
have to take care of my sick mother as well. She's actually the reason I 
studied to become a doctor." Namjoon lied straight to the man's face, 
crossing his fingers that he would take the bait. 


"T understand. I'm sorry to hear about your mother, Namjoon. Please, sign 
here to switch your shift, then." The man handed him over a paper and a 
pen, which Namjoon thought was very sketchy. The words were barely 
noticeable, and since he wears reading glasses, 

he had a hard time seeing such tiny letters without them, because he didn't 
bring them with him. 


His vision was blurring just by staring at the paper, but he grabbed the pen 
anyways. 


"That's just to change your shift. I just need you to sign this tiny paper three 
times and I promise you, your paycheck will double. You'll be earning a 
little extra cash for working late at night." The offer was too good for 
Namjoon to decline. 


He filled up the blank spaces in no time with his signature and handed it 
over to the man. 


"Welcome to the night shift, Dr. Kim." He smirked, folding the paper with 
his signatures on it. 


Namjoon thanked the man and left his office. 


He walked over to his office and started to fix it up again. Someone 
knocked on his door just as he was about to leave. 


"How is my main doctor doing, uh- Rearranging your things, I see." Bohwa 
peeked at his things as Namjoon shut the door behind him, ending the 
other's curiosity. 


"As a matter of fact, I was just cleaning everything up to get ready to 
leave." 


"Leave? Why?" Bohwa's eyes widened, a hint of sadness showing, 
"I switched my daytime job to a night shift." He smiled. 


"Night shift? Why would you do that!" Namjoon's smile vanished at 
Bohwa's tone of voice. He's never seen the man so frustrated. His attitude 
reminded him of Yoongi when he raised his voice at him in the nightmare 
he had last night. 


"T... Was just asking because, you know, a night shift won't pay you as much 
as a daytime job does. Just saying. Trust me, I know. Our boss is a 
cheapskate." He whispered, playing it off. Namjoon caught up with the 
man's lie and decided to keep the lie going by adding his own. 


"I don't mind the pay. All I want is free time during the day to do a few 
things, and what better than to switch my job to a night shift, right?" 
Namjoon kept his talk short and ignored Bohwa as much as possible. He 
wasn't as close as he thought he was with him. 


Aside from not being close with him as he used to be, another reason as to 
why Namjoon 

was avoiding the man, was to prevent him from interrogating him with 
questions any further. 


"Alright, goodbye then!" Bohwa left. 


Namjoon secretly followed him, just to see where he was headed with such 
a hurry. 


He stopped and hid behind a wall as he spoke to a nurse. 
"That man is screwed." He overheard the nurse. 


"Tell me about it. Our boss never gives anyone night shifts anymore, not to 
mention new people who barely work here for two days. He's a goner." 


"What's so bad about a night shift? And why did she say 'anymore'? I knew 
it! They are hiding something..."" Namjoon thought, trying to keep himself 
undetected as much as possible. 


"I know. Only exclusive people like us can handle a night. You know how 
these patients get. And him. You've warned him about room triple X, 
right?" 


"Triple X ? Is that why someone scribbled on my documents that day? This 
is getting interesting." Namjoon tried listening closer, feeling intrigued by 
all of the information he was gathering. 


"Yes. I even blocked the double doors. There's no way he could have seen 
what was inside, and if he did, it was during the day so he still wouldn't be 
able to see it." 


Now there was an "It" involved? Namjoon knew something was wrong with 
Bohwa the day he blocked his view from the double doors. What could be 
inside of that room? 


"Room XXX is aroom no one should enter, not I until we have the right 
resources and proof to start the experiments with it." Namjoon covered his 
mouth and hid so no one would find him. 


"That man must have nerves of steel to be working at night alone. No one is 
around during the night, except for the poor patients. At least they won't 
suffer alone." The nurse burst out in laughter. 


"IT knew it. Yoona probably tortures those poor people before she leaves, 
that would explain why Bogeom was so afraid of her." 
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Namjoon returned later on that night, and turned his camera on. 


"Day- well, night one, I guess. I switched my day job to a night shift. I told 
my boss I had to take care of my sick mother during the day, but I just 
wanted to investigate and pick up any pieces of information that I can. I'm a 
curious man, what more could you expect?" He laughed. 


"This looks like a ghost town. Not that it's scary or haunted, but it is very 
old. This building must have been constructed a while back. I'm walking 
past the cafeteria at the moment, trying to get to my destination... Hopefully 
not my last. But we'll see. 


Today I overheard Yoona, the nurse I told you about, and Bohwa, talking to 
each other very secretive. 


They said whoever works a night shift here is a goner, and spoke about this 
random room XXX. I don't know if I'll end up falling into a trap, or if it's 
something similar to the room in the movie "Fifty Shades of Gray"... Maybe 
I exaggerated a little. I have got to stop watching movies. 


But seriously, my curiosity has been killing me. And if whatever is in that 
room doesn't kill me, my curiosity will if I don't find out what's inside of it 
right now. 


I don't care if that something is a storage room filled with washers and 
dryers to clean the patient's clothes, or if it's to store towels, first aid kits, or 
whatever it has in it. But I just know it won't be that. You know why? 
Because Bohwa and Yoona make it sound as if the room was some sort of a 
hidden lab. They said that no one should enter the room until they had the 
right 'resources' and proof to do experiments with ‘it’. I'm assuming ‘it' is a 
person, but it could also be an animal, or even something completely 
different. All I know is, I'm finding out what it is, even if it kills me. For 
now, I'm going to shut off the camera. Goodbye." 


As the doctor entered the double doors with caution, he realized they were 
locked. His plans on finding out about what was hidden behind those 
double doors were ruined. 


"No, no, come on! I made it this far, I'll find a way inside even if I have to 
break the doors down." 


He read the label in the front of the door, it read "Push". He was pulling on 
a door that said push the whole time. 


"Oh. That explains why I couldn't get in." He resisted the urge to facepalm 
himself in order to get inside of the unknown, mysterious room. 


The doors had a very sticky substance glued onto them. 


"Gross. What is this stuff?" Namjoon knew his shoes were ruined, but he 
didn't pay attention to that, what he did pay attention to was a sign that read: 
A\Radiation Warning A\ 


The creaking noises that were coming from the old, rusty floor were not 
helping him keep quiet in case anyone returned to the building. Then again, 
from what Bohwa and Yoona spoke about earlier, Namjoon knew there was 
no chance anyone would find him. So what ever happens to him tonight, 
will be revealed in the morning or maybe kept secret. It was up to his 
curiosity to see if he survives or if it gets him killed. 


There was a horrible stench of vomit mixed with blood, emitting from the 
walls and floor. Namjoon wasn't one hundred percent sure if he was right 
about the smell of blood or not, but the place was giving him bad vibes. 
And he was certain that the odors were coming from the walls. 


He could tell, just by the amount of reddish and yellowish stains on the 
walls that weren't part of the strange drawings he found written around 
them. 


To him, it seemed as if the place was haunted, because he sensed a bad 
presence inside of it. 


"It's me again," He whispered as he switched his camera to night mode. A 
glowing green light was good enough to brighten his path, but unfortunately 
his camera was low on battery, so he had to use the light wisely. 


"Update: This place is NOT a storage room as I thought it was. It's 
something else. I swear, it smells like something died in here. I seriously 
hope I'm wrong about this, but it's true. It smells like blood. Also, there was 
a radiation warning on the outside of this room, so I'm trying to avoid 
getting exposed to any of it by finding a lead apron, glasses, or anything at 
all. So far, all I've found are glasses and this suit. Hold on for a minute, I'm 
going to put it on." Namjoon set the camera down on a table next to stained 
scissors and other rusty tools. 


He looked inside of a cabinet as he bend down to pull up the suit. Inside of 
it were flasks and tubes that contained blood and labels written on each one 
of them. 


Patient 0. 

Blood type: A. 

Lab Experiment progress: 100% 

Results: Failed. 

Patient 13. 

Blood type: AB. 

Lab Experiment progress: 100% 

Results: Failed. 

Namjoon focused closer on the name of the last experiment. 

"Patient XXX. So this is the patient Yoona and Bohwa kept hidden, huh? 
Where could this person be... Or what could it be."" Namjoon knew he 
shouldn't even be in this situation in the first place, but there was no way he 


was turning back now. 


Nothing will stop him from finding out who patient XXX is. 
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"T see cages. Too big to keep small animals inside, let alone kids. And I see 
some that are too small fit in any human at all. A dog or a cat, maybe. But 
not an actual human being. I have two theories: 1. They keep mental 
patients trapped in here. Or 2. They keep their failed experiments locked up 
inside so no one finds them. I don't know which one I'd be more afraid to 
find, if a mental person, or a mutated zombie... I know, there's no way in 
hell that a person can come back from the dead, but scientists will try 
anything and everything with anyone." 


A ringing in his ear drove Namjoon crazy. He didn't know if it was the 
consequences of the radiation, or if it was something inside of the building 
he was in, but he was getting annoyed by it. 


The ringing stopped once the man covered his ears for a while. The place 
got darker than before, and a few of the lights dimmed down, or stopped 
flickering for good. Not taking heed to the warnings the hospital was giving 
him, Namjoon continued to walk around the creepy, mysterious room. 


"Patient 0." He read a label that was on a metal door. While leaning against 
the wall, Namjoon pressed his ear against the cold, steel door and listened 
carefully for any movements or even the slightest bit of sound he could 
receive from the room. 


Nothing was heard, so he moved onto the next room. 
Rooms 0 to 12 were all empty, so he didn't even bother checking those. 


He heard sounds of scrubbing and pops, like the type of sound a person 
makes when they're washing clothes by hand. He pressed his head against 
the door of room 13 and the sounds got louder. 


They sounded weird, but not as weird as the noise heard afterwards. 


A strange scream followed by a growl alarmed the man. He didn't run or 
scream back, he just kept waking down the long hallway until he found a 
trail of blood and had to cover his mouth out of the horrendous shock he 
had received. 


"Blood! ? This is not a good sign. What if someone was murdered here by 
one of the scientists or crazy doctors? I'm starting to believe Yoongi's 
theory now about this place being haunted." He grabbed his camera and 
turned it on once more. 


"T'll only use it for the flashlight, because if I record again, it'll die on me 
for sure and I need to save enough light to find my way back out of here." 
With that on his mind, he followed the mysterious and bloody trail, passing 
by the noisy rooms in which strange sounds had previously escaped from, 
the moment they sensed there was a person around. 


Namjoon didn't know what that odd growling and hissing sound was, and 
he was pretty sure he didn't want to know either. 


His legs felt numb, but he didn't care. 

His breathing was stabilized and that's all that mattered to him. 
"Room 55. 

Room 56 


Room 57..." He quietly checked each room by pressing his ear against the 
doors that were blocked. Nothing was heard from any of them. 


The smell of blood and vomit got stronger, so he covered his mouth with a 
breathable face mask. Namjoon knew he should have worn a gas mask to 
cover his entire face, but he did wear the protective glasses and full body 
suit, so his head was covered anyways. 


He refused the mask in order to speak properly to his camera, but he was 
starting to regret not wearing it now. He isn't even recording anymore, so he 
could have had the protective mask on to not inhale such foul odors. 


So many thoughts were running through his head right now. Like, why was 
he in there in the first place. 


Why did he decide to record everything. 

What could happen to him if he gets caught by his boss or anyone else. 
What if a failed experiment is still alive. 

What does a failed experiment look like. And what harm will it cause him. 
He'll have find out on his own. 


"It has to be around here. I'm in room 601, that room has to be next to this 
one." A sigh of 
relief left his body. 


"Room XXX, I finally found you." 


The door was guarded by metal bars and a pass code. Namjoon was a 
genius, so he knew he could crack the code eventually. He just needed to 
brace himself for what he might come across, let alone, what he might 
potentially unleash when unlocking the heavily guarded door. 


"It has this much security for a reason, Namjoon. Whatever is in here must 
be paranormal, 
or deadly." He thought to himself. 


Getting inside was one thought that ran through his mind, the other was 
how he was going to get back out if the door would close and lock him in 
with the thing inside of the room as well. 


He called it "The thing" because he frankly didn't know what to expect. 
Could this be a person or an animal. 
A baby or an elder person. 


Maybe it was a mutilated person, or a mutated zombie. 


He braced himself for anything. 


"Come what may, I'm ready to face it." Holding his breath, he stepped in the 
room and found another door. 


"Well, that was anticlimactic." The door he previously opened had a 
keyhole and a small, brass colored key that seem to have been left behind, 
along with a small tube used on patients whenever they draw blood on 
them. 


Namjoon found it disgusting, and very unsanitary to leave behind someone 
else's DNA. 


"What if that person's blood had some type of disease? What if that... Wasn't 
a person at all?" He gulped, pushing the tube aside with his shoes. He was 
thankful that it was empty: 

God knows what could have happened to him if he would have stepped on 
the thick, crimson red substance that mainly inhabits such tiny tubular 


The man stuck the key into the door that he was currently standing in front 
of. He turned it and heard a click, signaling him the door was unlocked. 


A name he recognized pieced the last puzzle piece of the nightmare he had 
last night. 


Mr. Kim. 
That was him. That was the patient he dreamt with. 


"That name again..." Just by reading that name, half of Namjoon's body 
froze from his waist bellow. The doctor's fear grew, as well as his 
anticipation of wanting to know who or what Mr. Kim truly was. 


In his mind, he was imagining a short, hunched over, middle-aged man, 
who had saggy, wrinkled skin and bloodshot eyes. He thought of him 
wearing a long, light green hospital 

gown that showed an inch of his skinny ankles. 


His eyes were like laser beams staring at the room that looked almost like a 
jail cell under maximum security. 


There weren't any cameras in the room, but there was a lot of security locks 
on it. Locks that seemed very complex for him to ever open the room. And 
Namjoon thought it was best if he remained that way. He preferred his 
safety over his curiosity. 


He noticed a shadow moved from far away within the room, and his legs 
began to shiver while he mentally prepared himself to face an old man with 
a single glass eye, or a flesh eating zombie. Or at least, that's what he 
assumed was residing in the large room with such a maximum amount of 
security. 


Soon, the shadow became more noticeable to him. A person was walking 
towards him. His bare feet were as white as his lab coat, and had IV scars 
and other small open wounds on them. 


A tall figure stood in his presence and chuckled darkly, surprising the 
doctor. 


"Good evening, Dr. Kim." 
It was a man. A handsome man. 


"What are you, Mr. Kim?" Was the first thing Namjoon was able to say, 
without stuttering in the presence of such an alluring, youthful looking man. 


"IT am many things. But people call me a disgrace. I haven't seen a normal 
person like you in more than ten years, as well as the light of day." 
Namjoon figured the poor man was probably just a person the scientists 
experimented with, so he pitied him. 


One thing he did see in him was that there were no visible injuries or scars 
on anywhere else, other than on his feet. The man didn't seem like a beast 
either, he was just a regular looking man. 


"What could they have done to you? You look completely normal. Then 
again, I'm no one to judge. I am just a doctor, after all." The mysterious man 
looked down, emptiness filled his heart. 


"Normal? I haven't felt that way in years." He laughed, motionless. 


"If you don't mind me asking, how did you end up here in the first place?" 
Namjoon slowly approached the man with caution: Not too close, but not 
too far either. He wanted to protect himself against the stranger, but he also 
thought of him as a suffered patient, and wanted to act as a real doctor to 
him, not a threat. 


The strange, pale man didn't seem to think of him as a threat either. Then 
again, he didn't seem to be phased by Namjoon, or anything at all. He acted 
bittersweet towards the doctor, showing no emotions whatsoever. 


"It's a very long story I wouldn't want to bore you with. But the only 
information I could share with you, is that I was once a normal human just 
like you, but like all humans, I made a mistake that changed my life." 


The doctor understood the oddly pale, raven haired, tall man. He was 
hoping to get to find out more about him, but their time in getting to know 
each other was shortened by a sound the patient was able to pick up from 
far away. 


"T hear him. He's nearby." The man's facial expressions went from sad to 
stressed in just two seconds. This made the young, clueless doctor grow 
anxious. 


"Who's nearby? What's going on?" The other didn't reply to Namjoon, he 
just hid back in the corner he found him in, swatting his hands towards the 
exit. 


"Leave. Go now before he finds you!" Something about the strange patient's 
attitude reminded Namjoon of Yoongi's attitude in his dream. 


"T'll be back, Patient Kim." He ran backwards, unable to keep his eyes off of 
the mysterious man. The feeling of regret and anxiety lingered in his chest, 


looking back at the older patient, one last time. 

"Farewell, Dr. Kim." 

The man quickly shut the double doors which made a loud bang noise, 
making him clench his jaw, tightly, and squint his eyes with the fear of 
being found by someone. 


"Dr. Kim? Where are you?" 


"Dr. Kim, we need you out here right now." Namjoon thought he was alone 
in the building, but after his encounter with the strange looking man with a 
mask over his mouth, he was easily startled by someone else's voice. 


Although he wasn't the type of person to hide from anyone or anything, for 
the safety of his career, he decided to hide behind a grey, spray painted wall, 
instead of answering to the person who had called his name before. 


"I guess he's not here." He saw Bohwa talking to another doctor. 


"Guess not. I told you that he wasn't cut out for a night shift. He most likely 
quit when he noticed the thing." Bohwa and the man kept talking. 


"That 'thing' has a name, you know." The other man spoke. 


"I know. But let's not talk about him, he was just a mistake. By the way, 
who's turn is it to feed him tomorrow?" 


Namjoon tried moving towards the exit, but ended up listening to their full 
conversation. 


"Not ours, that's for sure. The boss let one of the stronger men feed him. 
You know how aggressive XXX can get." They both agreed that the patient 
usually gives them hell when it has to be fed. 


"Hurry up, let's just get out of here." 


The men exited the building, nearly running away from the lab. 


Namjoon exhaled, finally able to unzip the suit he wore and take the 
protective glasses off of his face. 


He immediately scrambled to his feet and avoided any other cameras on his 
way out. He quietly paced around the hospital and left, looking behind him, 
continuously. 


Some of the sounds he heard had his nerves acting up. The loud noise an ice 
maker made, crushing up big, bloxes of ice cubes, startled him to death. He 
could have sworn that one of the mental patients, or 'experiments' has 
broken out of the prohibited room. 


It was ten o' clock by the time he entered the elevator and returned safely to 
his car, but the sounds he heard all at once, wouldn't exit his head. 


He checked the battery percentage on his camera. Knowing it was low, he 
still turned it on and proceeded to record with whatever was left of charge. 


"You'll never believe what I just encountered." 
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"And so I ran out of the building and ended up in my car. I'm currently 
driving now because I couldn't stand to even stay in the underground 
parking. Not because I'm scared of it, I just left so I wouldn't run the chance 
of getting caught by any of the workers there. Like I said, I did enter the 
mysterious room where the double doors were, and the smell of blood and 
vomit immediately hit me. It was gross. 


The place looked abandoned, yet it was equipped with a lot of items such as 
flasks, tubes filled with blood samples of patients, and other stuff like and 
magnifying glasses, needles, syringes and even X-ray machines. 


Now normally this would sound like a regular lab, but it's not. It's 
completely different. I looked around and in each room I would investigate, 
none of them would show any sign of human activity or any sounds at all, 
except for two: Room 13 and room XXX. This specific type of room, 
however, had-" A car horn interrupted Namjoon's recording. He swirled the 
wheel as the other driver passed by him with a warning to keep his eyes on 
the road. 


Namjoon's heart raced, his hands shook as he picked up the camera again. 


"I can't do this. I need a tripod, a camera stick, something to hold this 
camera with while driving. Look, my camera is hanging on for dear life at 
the moment, so I think that for the safety of my video and my own self, I'll 
continue filming once I return home. Namjoon, out." 


He turned the camera off and sighed deeply. 


"I swear I was paying attention. I was staring right at the road, I don't 
understand how I nearly got hit by another car. Maybe I'm just worn out, it 
is late at night after all. I need sleep. Forget it, I'll finish recording 
tomorrow." 


~later that night~ 


Namjoon groaned, sleepily answering his phone that kept on buzzing, 
annoyingly. 


Namjoon: "Yoongi, do you know what time it is? It's time for us to be 
asleep." He spoke with an uninterested, dim tone of voice. 


Yoongi: "I know it's late, and I'm sorry for bothering you at this hour, I 
know you're probably very tired. But I just wanted to tell you something 
important." His friend's reply 

had gotten ahold of the young man's attention, but he was still grouchy, 
therefore, he still 

didn't think much about the concern in his friend's, oddly shaky voice. 


Namjoon: "What could be so important at two in the morning!" 


Yoongi: "Chill out, and open the door. I've been outside of your apartment 
for one hour knocking nonstop." 


Namjoon: "Alright, hang on." He hung up the call, flinging the bedsheets 
off of his torso to encourage his worn out body so that it could make it 
downstairs. 


The living room was very cold, oddly enough, since Namjoon always 
leaves the heater on. The ambient temperature seemed almost a little bit too 
breezy for his liking. It was as if he had left the window opened all night 
long, allowing such a cool amount of air to trespass into his cozy apartment 
which was always warm. 


"It's freezing in here. I need my bathrobe." He threw his fuzzy bathrobe on 
before his teeth began chattering, then he answered the door to who he 
could only imagine was his best friend, Yoongi. 


"This better be good." His eyes squinted at first, only to widen as he 
realized that who he had subconsciously spoken to was not his friend after 
all. 


"Good evening, Dr. Kim." 


Namjoon's skin color turned pale as an unknown visitor entered his house, 
causing the air around him to grow heavily dense as he held his chest out of 
fear. 


"Who are you? What are you!" He had so many questions to ask it, but he 
was intimidated at the same time. 


"T asked you-" When he turned around, he was gone. 


And that's when Namjoon realized he was having another nightmare. 
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"I can't take this anymore. Tomorrow night I'm staying no matter what 
happens, and I'll make sure that my battery is fully charged. Since I know 
my way around the hospital already, it'll be easier to find the laboratory, or 
what ever it is. But I'll need to sleep well to be prepared for tomorrow... 
And there's only one way I could get the sleep I need." 


The man got up, defeated by his nightmares again, and took more sleeping 
pills that immediately helped him fall asleep without any problems. 


He was a doctor, so he knew that what he was doing wasn't good for his 
state of mind or his health, but those pills are the only escape he had from 
those strange dreams. 


The effects of the pills made him dizzy, so he kept on tripping over things 
and barely seeing where he was going. The poor doctor ended up falling 
asleep on the couch, covered by his warm bathrobe. He had the best sleep 
ever and still woke up before 6:00 AM. 


"It's currently 5:30, and I remembered I had switched my daytime job to a 
nightshift. I'm already dressed up, I'm even in my car, guys... So should I 
punch myself now, or what?" Namjoon laughed to himself. 


"IT skipped breakfast anyways, and I need to do some grocery shopping, so 
this gives me enough time to do that and more. Welcome to my first 


complete vlog, everyone." 


With the heater in his car on along with the radio playing background music 
for his video, Namjoon thought of new things to do for his vlog and for the 
first time in a few days, he felt motivated and happy again. 


"It's so cold outside, but look at everyone. They're all dressed in short 
sleeved shirts, shorts, and flip flops as if it was summer. It's August, but it 
feels like October. Everyone looked at me today like I was crazy all just 
because I wore my jacket and a hat. I don't know, maybe they are right. But 
my body temperature feels a little bit low, so I might have to take a warm 
shower when I get home and check myself with a thermometer later. I don't 
feel sick, I'm just cold. A doctor can't get sick on his forth day of working, it 
hasn't even been a week since I started my job. If I tell my boss that I can't 
make it to work, he'll probably throw a fit. That man is kind of weird, but 
don't tell him I said that, I really need this job." He giggled to himself. 


While driving back home, Namjoon's temperature started going up. Instead 
of feeling cold, he felt hot, so he turned off the heater in his car and left. 


When he arrived home and took a cold shower, he checked his temperature. 


"103 degrees?" He quickly put a cold towel over his head and began 
shivering. 


"Maybe a cold shower made things worse." He shook his head. 
His hands were starting to warm up as his shakiness worsened. 


"T just need to sleep this off. These are probably the effects of... Oh shit." 
He rushed to the medicine cabinet and looked at the labels on his sleeping 
pills. 


"Warning: DO NOT consume on an empty stomach. May cause seizures 
and epilepsy on teens under fourteen. DO NOT take more than two pills at 
night. STOP USE AND GO TO THE EMERGENCY ROOM IF THE 
FOLLOWING SYMPTOMS OCCUR: 


Fever over 100° F and 104° F. 

Pain in the lower abdomen and internal bleeding. 
Persistent sweating of the hands and feet. 
Swelling of hands, feet, or face. 

Dizziness. 

Nausea. 

Hot Flashes. 

Amnesia. 

And Sleep apnea. 


Wow... Great. I can't believe that I, an actual doctor, did this to my own 
self." Namjoon face palmed himself and put the pills back inside of the 
medicine cabinet. 


"I need to check the thermostat to make sure I'm not being delusional 
thinking my fever is going up when it could just be that the heater is too 
high." 


Just as he suspected, the thermostat read 80 degrees, way too high. His face 
was burning. 


He set it to 65 degrees, just so he wouldn't freeze himself or burn himself at 
night. Namjoon would rather feel hot and fight with his bed sheet covers 
than to feel cold and shiver all night. 


His head was starting to hurt, so he just took pain killers, ate dinner, then 
took a nap to feel energized for his night shift. 
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Namjoon's POV: 


I woke up feeling better than before: No more chills, or fever. And my 
headache was gone. 


All I needed was a cold shower and sleep, apparently. Now all I need to do 
is make sure every light in the house is tured off, the stove, the coffee 
maker, and anything else before I go to work. I don't want to come back to a 
burning apartment. 


Alright, now all I need to do is check my camera to see if it fully charged. 
This time I think I'll take my phone as well in case of an emergency call. 


Let's see... 
Car keys? Check. 
Camera? Check. 


Everything is turned off, I have my phone and my wallet in case I get pulled 
over by a cop- I'm just over thinking too much. 


I'm leaving. 
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"Hi, it's Dr. Kim, again. Maybe I should just say "Hey guys, doctor Kim 
here!" like a new intro. Haha, nah. I'll just leave things the way they are. 
It's currently 4:00 P.M., my shift starts at 5:00 P.M. and ends at 11:00 P.M. 
Fun, right? A whole six hours all alone in a hospital. 


I know this might sound stupid, but I'm going back to that forbidden room. I 
just can't help but feel the need to approach the mysterious lab or whatever 


you may call it. I have to find more evidence, see what happens after 
everyone leaves, and find out who and what Mr. Kim truly is. 


That's all for now. Namjoon, out." 


I end my video on good terms and close my car door to start the engine and 
leave. 


It's kind of cool outside: not too windy, kind of breezy and chill. I like this 
type of weather. If only I was going to a beach and not some sort of asylum 
hospital full of weirdos. 


And when I say 'weirdos' I'm referring to Yoona, Bohwa, and every person 
that works there. Even my boss. They all greet me the same way every time 
I go there, as if they were made to do it, not because they wanted to say hi. 


Besides, it's not even a simple "oh, hello, doctor Kim." No. 


It's a full on, "Good morning, Dr. Kim." every time. They could call me 
Namjoon, you know. I'm not sure about them anymore, to me they're all a 
little bit strange. 


Almost robotic in some way. 


I parked my car far away from Bohwa's this time, just because the man has 
the habit of parking it right next to mine and leaving me no space to even 
open my door to get inside. 


The nerve of that guy, right? But there's no time to argue about Bohwa or 
anyone else now, I just can't wait until everyone leaves and the hospital, as 
creepy as it is, is alone. 
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"Oh, you're here? I didn't see your car in the spot you usually park it, so I 
thought you had taken a night off, called in sick, maybe saw- I'm just glad 
to have you back." Bohwa strangely laughed. 


Namjoon played along. 


"A doctor can't get sick after just a few days of working on his new job. 
Unless there's a 'reason' I should be. Tell me, Dr. Lee, is there a reason I 
should be sick? Hmm?" Bohwa stayed silenced as Namjoon realized his 
skin color was even changing. 


"That's not what I meant at all." 


"Well, see you around. Friend." The doctor teased, coldly walking away 
from the man. 


"What a fake friend." Namjoon thought while he paced around the hospital 
until he went to the only real friend he trusted, Jung Hoseok. 


"Hoseok? Hi, how are you feeling?" Namjoon's warm smile was the only 
one Hoseok smiled back to. It made Namjoon feel happy every time he saw 
his patient was getting better and better every time he would visit him. 


"Oooh, if it isn't the famous Dr. Kim." Hoseok jokes, giving Namjoon a bro 
hug. 


The doctor's facial expression changed when he looked at his papers. 


"The nurse said that you've been having unusual pain in your back and that 
the medication hasn't been working for your panic attacks." 


The brown haired male sadly agreed. 


"Indeed. I don't know what it is, Doctor. My back is in pain all of the time, 
and I know it isn't normal." He frowned. 


"Can you describe the pain to me? Is it a sharp and poking pain, a spasm, a 
shooting pain. Tell me exactly what you feel." 


"It feels like a burning pain, and every time I take a shower, the soap 
reaches my back and it stings me a lot. Then at night when I'm about to 
Sleep, the pain gets much worse." 


Namjoon took some notes and wrote down everything his patient was 
feeling. 


"Let me examine your back for a minute." The patient agreed. Namjoon 
was shocked when Hoseok exposed his back. 


There were red scratch marks everywhere, from his shoulders to his lower 
back. No wonder the poor guy was in such pain. 


"Doctor, you have a new email. It's from patient Lu Crystal." Namjoon 
nodded. The nurse closed the door and made Hoseok jump. 


"Wow, you have a lot of red and purple scratches all around your back. Do 
you know what could be causing them? Did you injure yourself with 
anything recently?" Namjoon saw the look in Hoseok's eyes. 


The same look Bogeom gave him right after Yoona left the room. 


"What is it, Hoseok? What have they done to you here." Namjoon 
whispered. 


Hoseok gulped, feeling a lump in his throat. 


"They torture us here, and some of the older patients even spread rumors 
about their hidden lab with mutated humans. Some of them are so old, yet 
look like they haven't aged a day. One woman who actually snuck inside of 
that place the day those crazy people locked up about ten patients, told me 
that she saw them experimenting with three. One of them was called Kim S. 
She said that the poor guy was tricked into thinking that he was going to be 


cured of his illness if the doctors ran a few tests on him. One test lead him 
to the lab, another lead him to a machine, and the next thing he knew, he 
was taken away and locked up inside of a dark room. Legend has it that he's 
still alive and locked up somewhere around that lab." 
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With that information in his head, Namjoon was relieved to know a small 
part about Patient XXX's life. 


Night dawned on the man once again and everybody started leaving the 
hospital as fast as they could. 


The workers looked very nervous. 
"Goodnight, Dr. Kim!" Everyone said goodbye to Namjoon and left. 


The lights in the hospital were starting to dim and disappear one after the 
other, leaving Namjoon no choice but to work with what little bit of light 
the place had left, and resorting to his camera. Thankfully this time it was 
fully charged, so it shined brighter. 


"I'm inside of the hospital. It's currently 6:30, so five and a half hours left to 
go until I end the second night shift. The moment everyone left, I felt a 
chilling sensation crawl beneath my legs and reach my spine." He heard a 
loud door slam and stopped talking. 


"Lock this up. I know the new doctor started working here last night for the 
first time, and if he ever finds this room, he'll probably report it to the FBI 
and it's game over for the boss." It was the doctors who were inside of the 
hospital the night before. 


Namjoon recognized their voices. 


"Got it. Let's keep it down, he's around here somewhere and we can't risk 
getting caught." 


The men suspiciously left the building with a sound of keys shaking inside 
of one of their pockets. Keys. 


"Clever. I hope you just heard what I did. See what I tell you? They're the 
definition of mystery and suspicion. I can't trust anyone in this hospital 
except for my poor patients who also fell inside of their devilish clutches. 
Everyone in this hospital hides a very dark past, but no past compares to 
the old patients who God knows what happened to them when they were 
lead into that lab. It's difficult for me to hold this camera while trying to 
crack the code to get inside of the mental institution, or whatever this lab is. 
So meanwhile I'm going to put the camera down. Hold on." Namjoon 
placed the camera between his thighs and looked at the door. 


The only way to open it was to enter a specific sixteen letter password. 
"Knowing how messed up they are... This might take a while to guess." 
DARKNESS FALLS NOW 

"Invalid. Let me try again." 

SECRET HIDDEN ROOM 


"Invalid. One last try or else the alarm system might go off. If I mess up, 
then I'll get caught." 


Namjoon sighed, entering the last option he had. 
"Might as well set the alarms off now." 
MONSTERS INSIDE US 


"Correct." 
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Cold air hit the man's face as he entered the lab. This time, the place was 
colder than before which was odd to him. 


"Everyone, I'm inside of the lab. The door has a lock now so it'll be trickier 
to enter this place now, thankfully I cracked the code to get in. Something's 
wrong here. I'll record again after I put on my protective gear on. Aka: 
Apron, glasses, shoes, full body suit, and everything that makes me look like 
an astronaut just to avoid getting cancer from the radiation in here. And let 
me tell you, there's a lot of it." Namjoon placed the camera down to apply 
the protective gear on. 


He still felt strange. Stranger than the first time he found the hidden room. 


"Why do I feel worse than before? There has to be some type of chemical or 
radiation frequency messing with me. I feel like I have to throw up." Now 
the curious doctor could have just exited the building, but he was 
determined to find Mr. Kim once more and collect any data he could from 
the mysterious patient. 


It wasn't just a curiosity anymore, it was a necessity to calm his nerves at 
night. 


"I know what you're probably thinking: "Why doesn't he just leave instead 
of risking his life because of his curiosity?" let's just say that I'm into 
detectives and solving mysteries. Okay? 

I do realize this might harm me in the future, if anyone finds me in here I 
could lose my job, I'm telling you, I could even get killed. But look at this 
place," He dragged the camera around. 


"It's so fascinating no matter how scary, gross, and old it is. That's all from 
me at the moment, everyone. As always, I'll probably record once I leave 
the building and end the night shift. Goodbye." He turned the camera off to 
continue exploring on his own. 


His arm was getting tired of holding the recording device. Even if the 
camera wasn't that lengthy or dense, it was mainly the amount of protection 
gear he had on that was causing the man to feel tired easily. Namjoon 
couldn't afford to get worn out yet, his night was just getting started. 


"Room 30." After searching through all of the cages and cells, he finally 
found the hidden room he once visited. 


This time, of course, it was locked with maximum security even more 
secure than the locks it had a last time. 


"Oh no." As Namjoon tried to twist his way around the locks to open them, 
he silently cursed undemeath his breath, realizing an alarm would go off in 
thirty seconds if the code isn't cracked. 


He entered the previous code he used to unlock the main entrance, but it 
still didn't give him access and even threatened to call the police if it wasn't 
unlocked soon. 


The young doctor would ruin his career and get into a lot of trouble if the 
police or anyone from the hospital ever found out what he was doing. 


"Seokjin."” The words ran through his mind and gave him chills. 


He used that name as his last try in ever entering the room and to his 
surprise, the door slowly unlocked causing loud crackling sounds. 


What he found was intimidating. 
The walls were dirty, filled with mold. 


There was a hidden camera he noticed right before he went inside, so he 
took an old rag he found on the floor and covered it to make everyone think 
something technical happened to the camera rather than thinking someone 
entered the room. 


A rusty bucket was left there, it smelled horrible. 


His stomach churned and his heart raced as he noticed a familiar shadow 
coward in a corner. 


"Mr. Kim, is that you?" A man appeared in behind the protective glass in 
just seconds, like magic. 


"Doctor Kim, what a pleasant surprise." His eyes had less shine in them 
from the first time Namjoon encountered this strange, handsome man. 


"Hello again, I can see they put you inside one of these. These people are 
sick, keeping humans and other types of innocent people locked up in here." 
The doctor sighed. 


"Yes. Other types like me." The figure lowered his gaze. 


"Not you, however. I'm sorry if I offended you in any way, this wasn't my 
intention. I came here to examine you, if you're willing to get checked." 
Namjoon was relieved to see the man nodding. Now all he needed to do 
was find a way to unlock the glass door he was trapped in. 


But how? He wasn't sure. There wasn't anything useful looking to help him 
get in, so he had to look for every angle possible to figure out a way to enter 
the room and meet face-to-face with the man for the first time. 


"How did they put you in this room, do you remember?" Namjoon asked, 
hoping the man's response would give him a clue on how to get in. 


"No. The last thing I remember was a long syringe getting lodged into my 
skin, then I woke up in this room, cold and shaking." This broke the 
doctor's heart. 


No matter how long he's known his patients, or any person at all, he always 
feels a special connection towards them and hearing this from the shy man 
made him feel angry at the sick nurses and doctors who most likely locked 
him in this room. 


"Alright, I think I found something to help me in." He noticed an invisible 
line traced around the rectangular frame of the glass door. Unfortunately, 


the only way he could get in was to show any evidence of DNA from the 
last person, who is probably the main person allowed inside of the room. 


"Hair?" He found a tiny strand of dark brown hair on the floor. 
"Just my luck." 


The door's sensor allowed him to enter the room without any problems at 
all. 


"Wow, you're a lot taller now that I see you up close. You have such radiant 
and bright eyes." Namjoon forgot that he was a doctor for a moment once 
he was finally standing next to patient Kim. 


"Thank you." 


Everything was going well so far. Namjoon took his bag off and began to 
check the man. 


He checked his pressure and it came out lower than it usually does in any 
guy his age. 


"Your pressure is low, I would suggest you to drink more fluids or eat 
things with low sodium, and perhaps, avoid garlic." His reaction was 
priceless. 

"That's disgusting. The thought of garlic nauseates me, so take my word for 
it that I definitely won't ever go near that." Namjoon slightly giggled at Mr. 
Kim's words. 

"Mr. Kim, what's your real name?" 

The man hesitated for a while, then answered. 

"I'm Kim Seokjin." 

Namjoon sighed. 


"My real name is Kim Namjoon." He smiled, trying to be friendly. 


"I know your name is Namjoon." 
His smile faded and turned into worry. 


"How did you know that?" 
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The doctor was dumbfounded. 
"How did you know my name?" Seokjin stared at the man. 


"Because no one ever stops mentioning that name of yours, "Dr. Kim 
Namjoon" here, "Dr. Kim Namjoon" there. I'm impressed. You've made a 
great impact on everyone in this building, especially me since I feel less 
alone in here." Namjoon felt blood rush through his head. 


"Oh, is that so? I had no idea. That's impressive and I'm honored to be 
known by a few people around here, even if I don't actually trust half of 
them. But in reality, it's patients like you who made the difference in my 
life. Curing people and seeing a change in their life is my passion. It's 
practically what I live for and what I live off as well." He laughed, quietly. 


Seokjin just agreed. 
He kept checking him. 


His temperature was normal, his reflexes were good and he seemed pretty 
healthy. All of these signs were good in any patient. Although his blood 
pressure was a little lower than a regular man his age, and his circulation 
seemed odd. Maybe his hemoglobin was low. 


"Lastly, I need to check your tongue and the inside of your mouth. Can you 
remove this-" 


"No. I cannot. This is a muzzle that I must wear." Namjoon was taken back 
by the man's reaction. 


The doctor didn't want to sound rude and invasive, so he didn't ask any 
further questions and proceeded to pack everything up again. 


He noticed how alert and frightened the patient seemed. Maybe he shouldn't 
have told him anything about his mouth, he's probably insecure about his 
appearance: It's very 

common in most adults to be insecure about their mouth, nose, or facial 
features in general. 


"It's okay, I could skip the last step if you don't feel comfortable with it." He 
gave Seokjin a pat on his shoulder like he usually does to any patient after a 
successful check up or appointment. 

Seokjin instinctively grabbed his arm and pulled him towards his body. 

"Mr. Kim, what are you doing to me?" Namjoon asked, frightened. 


The strange man's breathing slowed down. 


Namjoon didn't move his arm back, he wanted to test the man and see who 
and what he really is. 


"I'm sorry. You should go." Seokjin let go of his hand to lock himself inside 
of a metal cage, which was supposed to be his bed. 


"Don't go. Why did you do that?" He opened the cage and let the man out. 
His pupils were dilated, it gave Namjoon goosebumps. 


"You don't belong here. You made a mistake in visiting a phenomenon like 
myself. Leave, leave now." But the stubborn doctor refused to go. 


Something kept telling him to stay. 


"T may not know you, but now that I'm starting to figure you out, I don't 
think I can give you the honor of leaving this place." He stated. 


Seokjin sighed, resting his head on the metal bars of his cage. 


After a moment of brief silence, his voice echoed throughout the place. 


"I'm a monster, that's why I grabbed your arm. Look at me-" He paused to 
breathe. A gas mask he had on prevented him from speaking properly. 


It looked more like a muzzle more than an oxygen mask to Namjoon. 


"If you value your life, then I suggest you leave this room and quit your job. 
Your life is at risk in this supposed hospital." 


Supposed? What did the man mean by that. 


"I value my life, yes. But as a doctor, I value my patient's life more than my 
own. Otherwise, why would a man wake up every morning at five to six 
AM if it isn't to save someone's life and cure them from their sickness? 
Patient Kim, this is my life. This was the career I chose and there is nothing 
that could ever make me quit my job." 


The two men sighed at the same time. 


If silence could kill, they would have both died a while ago because neither 
one of them spoke a single sentence. 


Namjoon couldn't help but to constantly stare at the man, there was 
something about him that had him mesmerized. 


Seokjin on the other hand, he broke the silence, but refused to look him in 
the eye. 


"You're not one of them." 

"One of them? Who's "them" huh?" Namjoon replied, intrigued by the man. 
"Every person that works here, posing as a doctor and nurse. You're not like 
them, you're different. Which explains why I grabbed your arm." The 
doctor raised an eyebrow at the patient. 


"T understand. Does this mean you trust me now?" He asked. 


Seokjin blinked frequently while the doctor's breathing slowed down as his 
heart rate increased. 


"Yes." He coldly replied with no expression in his face whatsoever. For 
some reason, this made Namjoon feel relieved. 


"Thank you for trusting me." The doctor smiled. 


"For now, at least. Until you turn into one of them." His smile disappeared 
when he noticed the man's eyes. 


"T won't." Namjoon replied. 


As much as the doctor would have loved to stay longer and learn more 
about the cold looking patient, he couldn't. He remembered he had to visit 
five patients in rooms far away from the lab, so with a simple goodbye, he 
left patient Kim and went to visit one of his most nervous patients he 
previously encountered: Seo Bogeom. 


"What brings you back again, Bogeom?" He asked in a professional way. 


The man looked as pale as Seokjin, if not more. His hands were shaking 
while he handed the young doctor his phone. 


"Don't open the video here, please open it when you're home safe." Was all 
he said before getting up and leaving Namjoon's office. 


Namjoon was dumbfounded. 


"What now?" He rolled his eyes and locked his office. Although he was 
there with three or four doctors and nurses, he didn't trust anyone with his 
office so before he left, he made sure it was locked and attended the few 
patients he had. 


A cool air brushed throughout his entire body and formed into chill that ran 
down his spine. 


Namjoon shivered before shaking it off and knocking on his patient's room. 


"Hello, Hoseok. How has everything been going?" He sat down on his bed 
next to him. He trusted Hoseok more than Bogeom, but less than he trusted 
himself: Hoseok was still a patient in this crazy hospital, so for all he knew, 
Hoseok could fall into the temptations of his suspicious nurses and betray 
Doctor Kim. 


Hoseok got up and looked around, made a suspicious facial expression to 
Namjoon then looked out of the tiny window in his room door. 


"Doctor Kim, thank God you made it. I was beginning to worry something 
had happened to you." The patient frowned with worry plastered on his 
face. 


"Why would you think that?" 


"It's," Hoseok turned over to check the clock that was on his wall. "It's 
almost 9:00 PM, and strange things happen to most nurse practitioner and 
doctors like you whenever they stay working this late at night." 


Namjoon smiled at the worried guy. 


"Everything is under control with me, no need to worry. My main priority is 
my patient after all, right?" Hoseok smiled back, nodding at him. The 
doctor was right, Hoseok had nothing to worry about. 


"Alright, you have a point. Ever since you became my doctor, my panic 
attacks have lessened and I only get them occasionally at night." This made 
Namjoon feel pity and happy at the same time for his patient, living ina 
place like this must be tough. 


"T understand why, this place is- This hospital is kind of tiring after a while, 
especially at night." Namjoon wanted to tell him about the living nightmare 
the hospital feels like when darkness falls, but he was in no position of 
telling his patient something to worry him, mainly because Hoseok just 
explained to him about how his panic attacks were ceasing, he didn't need 
to know about anything else to worry him more than he already was. 


"You don't know half of the hell most patients endure here. Not to mention 
the patients from the lab. One scientist told me the people kept there were 
normal and perfectly fine. After a month or so, I relapsed again in my house 
and was left here, so the same scientist spoke to me and told me that the 
patients needed to be kept there under quarantine for everyone in the 
hospital, myself included, to be safe. Each night I would hear a different 
scream of pure horror from a different person." Namjoon was stunned by 
the information his patient just introduced him to. 


"That's just inhumane. I can't believe doctors would do this to innocent 
human beings." A voice began speaking from his phone and he realized he 
had accidentally opened his chat and a video was playing. 


Hoseok knew who's voice that was. 
"Bogeom? That poor man is still alive?" Hoseok questioned. 


"Yes, and from what he's told me about this place, I have no idea how any 
of you managed to survive here. The video he sent me must have played 
automatically. He told me to see it when I would get home safely, but now 
I'm curious. Should I keep watching it?" 
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Namjoon decided to play it, come what may. 


"Doctor Kim, I know what you do here at night. I know you see him, but you 
need to stop. He's a very dangerous man. I know this because that man used 
to stay in the same hospital room as me. We were hospital buddies in a way, 
until he started becoming aggressive in time. Kim Seokjin is-" The audio 
was distorted and the video turned pitch black. 


"Don't- you can't-" Despite the stuttering, the video cleared up and showed 
nothing but Bogeom's hand covering the camera. 


"Be careful at night." Was the last clue he dropped before the video ended, 
leaving both Namjoon and Hoseok confused and scared. 


"You know about that patient? I thought he had died by now." Namjoon 
raised an eyebrow at the man. 


"What is it with you and thinking everyone in this hospital died, huh?" He 
joked. Hoseok ruffled his own hair. 


"All I know about that patient is that he was one of the quarantined people 
out of the possible fifty people they had captured within that lab, or asylum. 
And that he's the strongest, most aggressive patient in this hospital. He's 
lived here for a lot of years and he was like the doctors' pet or experimental 
voodoo doll. Mr. Kim is one of the most frightening and dangerous patient 
in this hospital, please don't ever get near him ever again. Don't ever visit 
room XXX ever again, or which ever room they put him in." The doctor 
saw how stressed out his patient had become, so he calmed him down and 
reassured him, before he left, that he would never enter that lab ever again. 


By the time his shift was over, Namjoon retreated his car keys and entered 
the dreadful elevator. 


He could use the stairs instead, but he was way too worn out to keep 
running around. As soon as he located his vehicle, he got in the car and 
turned on the heater to keep himself warm, his body temperature was low 
once again. 


"It's me again, I just left the hospital." Namjoon spoke to his camera, while 
locking his car. 


"T've never recorded while driving, but for the sake of my own safety, I'll 
leave the camera on top of the dashboard to keep my eyes on the road and 
my hands on the steering wheel. It's pretty dark out. They said there was a 
chance of some scattered showers but I don't believe the weather channel 
nowadays. I just pay attention to the sky, the wind, and focus more on other 
important things such as my job and whatnot. Aside from the weather, I 
wanted to talk about my patient. Well, a few of them, actually. Before I 
visited any of my patients-" He sighed as his camera fell on the passenger 
side of the car. 


"T need to get a tripod, don't I?" The man shrugged, letting out a tired 
laugh. 


Once he stopped at a red light, he made sure the camera was secured 
enough and proudly continued to vlog. 


"Sorry about that. As I was saying: Before I visited any of my patients, I 
went to the lab again to encounter Mr. Kim, once more. What more can I 
say? I'ma stubborn man and a very curious doctor. However, this specific 
patient wasn't in the room they usually kept him in, he was in a room with 
more security than the one before it. It makes me wonder just how far these 
doctors are willing to go with him. Poor man. His name is Seokjin. I think 
his hemoglobin levels must be dangerously low because his skin is very 
pale, his blood pressure came out high, and his blood circulation is poorly. 
I'm worried about him, something tells me that whoever is experimenting 
with him, isn't doing a good job in keeping their so called experiment alive 
and healthy. Such a shame, I can tell that Seokjin is a good man, I wonder 
what happened to him for those monsters to keep him caged in that prison 
like he's some type of species, not a human being." It angered Namjoon to 


know that an innocent person was slowly dying in a dark, hidden lab, and 
that there was nothing he could do about it. 


"That strange man must be so frightened by them. When I told him to 
remove a mask he was wearing, he denied it by telling me that it was 
necessary for him to wear it. Most patients wear masks when they're sick to 
prevent others around them from getting the illness as well, right? Well the 
mask this patient had on was a black mask which reminded me of the gas 
masks people used to wear when plagues were spreading all around the 
world causing nuclear wars. I'm feeling tired now, I think I'll end this vlog 
here. Goodbye." Afterwards, Namjoon turned his camera off and checked 
his phone. 


~1 new voice message from Unknown~ 


"Don't go back." The man was startled when a loud growling ended the 
voicemail message. The voice didn't sound familiar to Yoongi's or anyone 
he knows, so he was puzzled. 


Another puzzle to break his head, he thought. Instead of worrying about it, 
he put his phone away to take his keys out and unlock the door to his 
apartment. 


"I can't believe anything anyone tells me anymore, jeez." The man sighed, 
taking his clothes off to step in the shower. 


A shower was better than just washing your hands after coming home from 
the hospital. Namjoon always thought that way and its given him a healthier 
lifestyle, because he doesn't allow the germs to accumulate in his body, or 
on his clothes. This way he keeps himself from getting sick, and everyone 
who he's in contact with. 


"Don't go back. What does it mean by that? Bogeom." The name popped 
into Namjoon's head. 


"Kim Seokjin is-" The sounds that disrupted his video... 


"Don't- you can't-" 


"Don't go back" Were the same sounds that interrupted the voicemail he just 
received. 


"Bogeom knows. He did say he was buddies with Seokjin, after all. I'll ask 


him tomorrow, I'll make sure to get any information about Mr. Kim, but I 
just have to make sure that no one hears us." 


{3:00 A.M. } 


Namjoon was lost in a deep sleep, the most comfortable slumber he could 
have ever had after such a long night shift. His eyes were glued shut, his 
snores were loud, and his body was perfectly molded inside of his bed. 


He began tossing and turning again, just like he usually does at this time of 
night. 


Flashbacks of what happened at the hospital ran through his mind: 
"T know you see him," 

He turned to his left. 

"but you need to stop." 

He turned to his right. 

"Kim Seokjin is-" 

An image of Seokjin popped into his head. 

He was Staring at him, wearing that mask. His mouth was bleeding. 


"Good evening, Dr. Kim." He gasped for air as his nightmare came to an 
end when he opened his eyes. 


"What time is it?" He asked himself, checking his phone. 


"3 A.M. I can't stand these nightmares anymore, they're meaningless. Thank 
God tomorrow's Saturday." 


The night carried on as the man finally dozed off until the following 
morning, waking up oddly refreshed. 
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Namjoon's POV: 


"Mmm, morning already?" I groan, still half asleep. Surprisingly, I feel so 
refreshed and energized. 


"Ow!" Maybe a little too energized since I banged my head against the 
door, not realizing I had left it closed last night. Is that why I felt so warm 
in my sleep? 


What ever it was, I'm thankful for it. This sleep was necessary for me to get 
in order to strengthen my muscles again from the recent sickness I had 
previously began incubating. 


I check my temperature after eating breakfast. 


"Normal. Completely normal. If only I would have felt this good yesterday, 
I would have worked overtime." I laugh to myself, then hear a laugh from 
outside of my apartment. 


"Good morning, doctor." Yoongi teases, letting himself in. 


"Yoongi, please don't call me doctor. Call me anything else except for 
doctor, you know how many times in one night I hear the name "doctor 
Kim"? Huh?" The guys sit on a couch and snack on popcorn which Yoongi 
had brought for Namjoon. 


"Hey, don't complain. At least you're popular. I can imagine how proud 
everyone must be about you and how successful you've become. Remember 
how long you studied to become what you are now?" 


"So many struggles, Yoongi. You know what? You're right. I worked so 
hard for this career, so call me doctor Kim. In fact, I'm going to illegally 
change my name to Dr. Kim." 


I brushed my messy hair back while fidgeting with a stethoscope I had in 
my hands. I had left it in the living room yesterday when I arrived home 
and didn't even bother to pick it up from the floor until now. 


"I'm so tired. You have no idea how relieved I am that I have the day off 
today." 


Yoongi furrowed his eyebrows at me, with confusion. 
"No sleep, I'm guessing?" 


"You guessed right. Just when I was having the best sleep of my life, 
flashbacks pop into my head and turn into a nightmare." I took a sip of the 
warm coffee I was holding in my hands to keep me awake. 


"If it weren't for the amount of caffeine and energy drinks I'm consuming, 
then I would be a good cast member for The Walking Dead, that's for damn 
sure." I laughed. 


Yoongi chewed on his popcorn before speaking. 
"Flashbacks of what?" 
Third person's POV: 


Namjoon explained everything shortly before showing Yoongi the video he 
took. 


"Have you watched it yet?" Yoongi asked before the younger hooked up his 
camera to the TV so they could have a better view of the recordings. 


"No. I was so tired that I didn't even bother seeing one minute of the 
footage." He replied with a yawn. 


While watching the video, nothing strange appeared so far. 


"You really do need a tripod, it'll help you support your device and avoid 
potential accidents." Yoongi spoke. 


"I'm thinking on getting one today. It's nice out, so I'll just head to the mall 
and see what I can find." 


Namjoon got up. 


"T'll go with you, I need a new pair of headphones to help me sleep at 
night." 


The older man followed him outside of the apartment. 


"Music helps you sleep at night, huh? I should consider giving that a try 
then." 


"Yeah, I don't listen to music. I usually listen to relaxing rain sounds or 
classical piano music to ease my mind." On their way there, they ate 
something at the food court. 


The mall was packed with so many people, so many faces, and so much 
movement and noise. Namjoon kept dozing off every five or ten minutes, so 
Yoongi asked him if he wanted to sit down on a bench for a while as he 
entered a clothing store he was very fond of. Namjoon agreed, knowing he 
needed the rest, and smiled at a sweet little boy who he sat down next to. 
He spoke with Namjoon for a long time, not once stopping. 


"My sister knows you." His words made Namjoon wiggle his eyebrows out 
of curiosity. 


"Oh, she does?" The little boy nodded. 


"T'm her little brother, but she's only four years older than me. She's 
fourteen and I'm ten. You're a doctor, right?" Namjoon nods, smiling. 


"Oh, here she comes now. Sis, look!" The familiar looking girl's eyes lit up 
when she saw Namjoon. 


"Hello, doctor Kim." She greeted him along with her mother. 


"How has everything been? Is your ankle better?" This patient had sprained 
her left ankle when Namjoon first met her, she's a very nice girl, so he felt 


so bad for her when she looked at him with a sad expression on her face. 


"It took me a while to heal, but I'm all better now, thanks to you." This 
made the man feel happy. 


"I'm happy for you. Don't injure yourself, alright? Make sure to never ride a 
bicycle down a hill, or down a ramp to decrease the chance of a fracture in 
your bones." The mother nodded along with her daughter. 


"That doctor of yours is quite handsome, isn't he?" He overheard the 
mother whisper to the girl as they left. 


Namjoon laughed in silence as he saw Yoongi walking out of the store with 
over ten bags in his hands. 


"Shopping spree, sales, or is the store going out of business." Namjoon 
asked. 


"Shopping spree, sales, and the store is leaving in a month. Look at all this I 
bought for fifty percent off! Everyone looked at me like I was some sort of 
a lunatic: Spending money like it's the end of the world. You should have 
seen the look on their faces when I walked out of there with all of this. By 
the way, can you give me a hand?" 


"Only if I get to keep the bags." Namjoon teased. 
"Alright, which ones you want: Plastic or fabric?" 


The man playfully pushed his best friend while carrying his stuff to the 
trunk of his car. 


Namjoon felt free for once, not feeling trapped or work filling his head. He 
was enjoying his day like there was no tomorrow. 


The sun set shortly after they headed back home. Yoongi was going to sleep 
over for the first time since he moved out which brightened up Namjoon's 
mood because it meant that he wasn't going to be all alone in that huge 
apartment. 


"I missed it here, but let me tell you, the new house I moved into feels very 
welcoming. I don't think I'll be leaving it any time soon." 


NNSs 


In no time, those two were fast asleep. Namjoon didn't wake up once, he 
didn't even move. His sleep was better than before. 


The next week of work, Namjoon hadn't seen Seokjin. In a way it cured his 
state of mind, but in another it cursed him. Not knowing whether or not the 
man was alive or not was messing with Namjoon's head. 


"You're a doctor, but you are also human. Humans have the right to 
explore." Just as he was going to enter the lab, a woman ran up to him with 
a child in her arms. 


"Dr. Kim, please help me. My son's leg is infected and he won't stop crying 
from the pain." 


While carefully cradling the young boy in his arms, the doctor sat him 
down and looked at him. 


"I'm going to remove his shoe to check his leg." He warned before slightly 
lifting the boy's pants and taking his shoe off. The problem wasn't a fracture 
or a sprain as the mother feared, it was simple a..."Splinter?" Namjoon 
focused on the boy's leg. 


A long wooden splinter had gotten lodged inside of his leg. No wonder the 
boy was crying so much. 


"Hold still while I get pull it out, okay?" 
"Mommy, I'm scared. Is it going to hurt!" The boy pouted. 


Namjoon tilted his head down at him and opened his bag to get his gloves 
and tweezers. 


"T'll put a little bit of numbing cream around the area so you won't feel that 
much pain." The boy agreed as his caring mother gently combed his hair 


down. 


In no time his splinter was painlessly removed and the boy was able to walk 
normally again without pain or discomfort. 


"Thank you, Dr. Kim." The boy sweetly thanked him. Namjoon opened up 
his bag once more and took out a lollipop. He usually keeps a sweet treat on 
him whenever he's hungry but doesn't have time to eat anything. It might 
not be the healthiest thing to consume on an empty stomach, but it's not like 
he skips breakfast every morning either. 


"Thank you for being such a brave little solider, here you go, sweetheart." 
He kindly smiled. Namjoon loves kids, he's always wanted to have a little 
brother or sister, however, he does have one brother who he cherishes very 
much. 


And seeing his young patients happy makes his day any day of the week. 
"You're the kindest doctor ever. Mom, I love doctor Kim!" The doctor was 
taken back when he was hugged by the small child. "I love doctor Kim!" 


The words melted his heart. 


As the mother and son walked out of the hospital, Namjoon was happier 
than ever. 


Nothing could ruin his day. 


"Dr. Kim, what are you doing here?" Except for Bohwa's presence... 
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"I was headed to the cafeteria when I got lost and then this woman brought 
her injured son to my attention so I could heal him. Poor child had a splinter 
this big in his leg." Namjoon explained the length of the splinter with his 
fingers as Bohwa looked at him. 


"That's interesting, why don't you tell me more about your story as we head 
to the cafeteria?" The man didn't have time to reply to Bohwa when he was 
already walking away from the lab. 


"Oh! Now that I remembered, the cafeteria must be closed since it's already 
six o' clock. I have to run a few tests now and give diagnosis to my patients, 
now, sorry." Namjoon took Bohwa's hand off of his shoulder and politely 
smiled while walking away, not once turning around. 


"Better be more careful, I can't risk getting caught." He thought, entering 
his patient's room. 


"Good afternoon, how are you feeling today?" He greeted a man about his 
father's age. 


"I'm fine." The middle aged man replied, his cold tone of voice reminded 
Namjoon of Seokjin's voice. 


"What brings you here today, sir. Having some pain in your lower back?" 
The man nodded to him. 


"I was painting my house when I fell a few feet off of a ladder about two 
months ago, and came here to get therapy. But the pain escalated." 


That explains the pain in his back, so Namjoon didn't make any further 
questions. 


"Do you take any medications for the..." His eyes widened as the man's face 
morphed. He looked like a zombie: His skin was flaking off and changing 


colors like purple, green, and red. 
Namjoon was in shock, and because of it, he backed away from the man. 


"Doctor, what's wrong?" He snapped back into reality, and the man looked 
completely normal. 


"I don't know. Just- Do you, do you take any pain medications? That's what 
I meant to ask earlier, sorry." The doctor sighed, holding his head. 


"Yes, I take regular pain killers. But everyone who's seen me here has given 
me pain killers of all sorts, medicines with different names, and even 
ibuprofen. But I still can't find relief for this pain." He held his back with a 
painful expression on his face. 


The doctor began to examine him. 


Each spot he would touch, the man kept flinching, describing the pain as a 
"sting" or "a sharp shooting pain." 


Namjoon decided to lift his shirt to find out if he had a dislocated disk in his 
back or if he had any sort of fracture, but what he found was more shocking 
than the vision he had gotten a few seconds ago. 


Bruises. Some red, some green, and most purple. Bruises of all sorts of 
colors traced the man's back, along with oddly shaped bumps. 


"Did they run any tests on you before you received the therapy? An X-ray, 
for example?" The man nodded "no", Namjoon readjusted his stethoscope 
to listen to the man's heartbeat and to check his breathing. 


"Take a deep breath in." Every breath he would take. 
"One more." Every move he would make with the breathing. 
"It's very bothersome for me, I'm in pain and practically immobile. I can't 


provide for my family this way doctor, I need help." The doctor could feel 
the pain the man was going through. 


"You'll be okay, let's get you to the X-ray room and check you out." The 
man agreed, thanking Namjoon. 


~two hours later~ 


Turns out that the man needed surgery: He had a fractured disk, just as 
Namjoon suspected, and a broken ribcage, that explains why he had double 
the trouble with breathing. 


Namjoon watched as everyone began to leave the hospital as usual. 


"Goodnight to you, Dr. Kim." Some of his 'friends' told Namjoon as he just 
waved them goodbye. 


He wasn't the type of person to feel anxious, he's always been a very 
peaceful man. But tonight, he was impatiently waiting for everybody to 
leave the hospital so he could finally see the most mysterious patient in the 
hospital: Kim Seokjin. 


The coast was clear after a while, leaving him with plenty of time to 
investigate the room again. He was in such a hurry that he forgot to wear his 
protection gear. 


"T must have left it back in my office." He looked around and found a few 
other pieces of protection gear, like the glasses and the shoes. But what he 
really needed was the full piece bodysuit, which he was having a tough luck 
finding. 


"Where do they store the suits away." He asked himself. 


An old and dusty locker answered his question, because when he opened it, 
he found over ten different bodysuits and other items the doctor's use to 
protect themselves against the radiation. He put one on and speedily headed 
towards the places they keep the special patients. Specifically, "his" special 
patient. 


"Back again, I see. What a pleasant surprise, Dr. Kim." Seokjin rose from 
his cage and pierced his eyes on Namjoon, who was unconsciously staring 


at him. 


"Dr. Kim?" The strange man frowned at the other who was lost in his own 
mind. 


"How is my special patient doing, today?" He asked, coming back to reality. 
"Don't call me that." 
"Call you what?" Namjoon furrowed his eyebrows at the man. 


"Don't call me "special", just call me your patient or call me Seokjin. Call 
me anything else, but never call me "special", understood?" Namjoon was 
slightly intimated. 


"Understood, I won't call you that again, my apologies. Tell me, how have 
you been feeling today?" He asked, trying to change the subject. Although 
he wanted to know everything about Kim Seokjin, he couldn't just bombard 
him with absurd questions and risk losing him. For now, all he wanted to 
know was how he was feeling, he'll figure out how to start a conversation 
with him later on. The man is very sociable, so Namjoon doubts he'll have 
problems conversating with him. 


"Like death." Was all the man answered before shutting his eyes and hiding 
in his cage. 


"This is going to be a long night..." 
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"What did they do to you today." The doctor quietly asked, concerned about 
Seokjin. The silhouette and him both jumped as they heard a sound, a sound 
familiar to him. 


Seokjin pointed towards a vent hidden above his cage. 
"Hide there, don't move or speak." 


"How am I going to reach up there? It's too-" The man was in shock when 
Seokjin grabbed his foot to give him a jump boost so he could hide. 


"Wow, he's strong!" The doctor's eyes widened. He found a camera inside 
of the vent he was crouched inside, so he covered it, praying no one saw 
him when he climbed inside of it. 


A group of people entered the room, and pushed a blue button that 
Namjoon previously noticed, blinking. He wondered what it was. 


"Mr. Kim, it's time for your medications." The man answered a question 
Namjoon had in his head: "May I consume something before taking them? I 
haven't..." He sighed. 


"T haven't consumed anything in awhile and I'm feeling low on energy." The 
nurses held back their laughter, and mocked the man's voice. 


"May I consume something ? Mr. Kim, I'm afraid that's not going to happen. 
You know very well at what time our experiments feast, and it's not your 
time yet." Namjoon was hearing everything, feeling pity for Seokjin and 
disgusted by the way they treated him. 


Five men sat him down on a hard wooden chair and strapped his arms and 
legs, the man didn't even flinch. He just stayed still, as if he was used to 
these actions already. 


"Hold still, now. You'll just feel a little pinch." The nurse wrapped a rubber 
band around Seokjin's arm tightly until his veins popped up after five 
minutes of trying. He gripped onto the arms of the wooden chair, digging 
his nails into the old wood. Two of the men were still holding him, and 
applying pressure onto his wrists. 


The needle was bigger than any regular needle Namjoon has seen. 

Aside from it's irregularly shaped size of the needle, Namjoon could see 
how rusty it was, just from the vent he was in. Lines of black peeled off of 
the needle and were left inside of the patient's bruised arms. 

The doctor has never seen Seokjin's arms since they've always been covered 
up with a dark hospital gown and a long black cape, but now that he just 


noticed them, he saw a lot of bruises and scratches. 


"What type of human being would do this? These nurses are mental. They're 
leaving, thank goodness. I have to heal his arm before the led of the rusty 
needle infects Seokjin's bloodstream." Namjoon waited until everyone was 
gone for him to get down from the vent. 


As he was about to open the vent, he felt someone pull him down. 
"Seokjin." He thanked the strange man and looked into his eyes. 
"Let me see." The man furrowed his eyebrows. 


"There is nothing to see, Dr. Kim. Nothing to worry about." He smiled, 
halfheartedly. 


The doctor reached his arm and lifted his sleeve up. 


There was nothing. No bruises, scratches, just nothing. Namjoon was 
dumbfounded. Just an opened wound that was bleeding slightly. 


"That can't be. I saw how they handled you, they injected a needle that 
could have potentially poisoned you with led, and killed you. How is it 
possible that there are no scars, or bruises?" He looked at the patient. 


"You know that expression: "You can't kill what's dead"? Well, that's my 
case. My body is more dead than alive. With all of the experiments they did 
on me, I'm practically halfway gone." Seokjin explained, sounding 
bittersweet to the other male, who pitied him. 


The doctor reached down into his suitcase and pulled out sterilized medical 
supplies, causing the patient to feel alarmed. 


"You too? That's just what I needed..." He backed away, targeting his eyes 
at Namjoon as if they were daggers. 


The doctor reassured him that he wouldn't cause him harm, that he was just 
going to clean his wounds and prevent him from getting further infected. 


"I'm going to give you a tetanus shot, just to prevent the led from spreading 
further into your bloodstream. I know it might not be affective, but I'm also 
going to sterilize you with alcohol and wrap a bandage around your 
wounds." The doctor seemed so caring to Seokjin, even if he was still 
uncertain of him, he let him continue. 


Namjoon put gloves on; something the nurses didn't do, and afterwards he 
began to disinfect the bloody area where the patient was infected the most. 


"These are benzalkonium chloride swabsticks, they're usually used in 
patients who need surgery, but I'm going to sterilize your open wounds and 
inject sailing water into them, just to eliminate as much of the led as 
possible." The doctor was angered and nervous, remembering the way the 
cruel medical workers treated Seokjin. 


Seokjin noticed the anger Namjoon felt. He felt it in his facial expressions 
and in the way his abnormal heartbeat caused him to get severe palpitations. 


"Did someone upset you, Dr. Kim?" He decided to ask, after a while. 


"Tt wasn't you, if that's what you're asking." The doctor replied, not once 
looking away from the patient's wounds. 


The dark crimson blood dripped onto Namjoon's lab coat, marking its 
territory onto him. He knew blood stains come off easily, but he had to 
avoid getting noticed by anyone after he excited the lab. He knew that there 
were a lot of people working in the hospital tonight, and he didn't want to 
get caught. He couldn't risk it, everyone would suspect of him. 


He finished injecting the sailing water solution into Seokjin's veins, and 
pulled the syringe out to cleanse his blood properly. Tiny flakes of black 
were pouring out of the bucket he was pouring the dirty water into. 


"T think that's the last of it. Thankfully this didn't reach your blood that far, 
or else your whole blood cells would have gotten infected. I brought you 
something." He searched in his bag and pulled out a bottle of orange juice 
and a tray of food. He opened it, revealing a medium rare steak, some rice, 
and some fruit in a separate tray. Seokjin was overwhelmed by the smells. 


"Doctor, what's this?" The man asked, sitting on the floor. The doctor sat 
down next to him, placing the tray of food on his own lap and spooning a 
bit of rice. 


"This is for you. I snuck it in here so you could eat it, this will give you 
some energy and boost up your immune system.” He reassured before 
giving the man a tiny sample of the rice. 


He chewed it slow, and nodded. 


"Delicious. Can I have more, please?" The doctor shook his head in 
agreement. 


"I'm going to feed it to you. Right now, you mustn' t make any movement or 
apply pressure to your hands until they heal. I'll take care of you, Seokjin." 


"Thank you." Seokjin felt a weird sensation in the bottom of his heart. He 
ignored it, thinking it was probably heartburn or something, and kept on 
eating peacefully. 


This was the first full meal he's had in years. 


"Are you okay?" The doctor asked, as the man held his stomach while 
getting up and walking towards his cage. 


Something didn't feel right, Seokjin started to feel queasy and sickened. The 
smells of food were no longer as good as they used to smell to him, his eyes 
watered and widened. 


In a matter of seconds he began throwing up, releasing all of the food the 
doctor previously fed him. Namjoon placed his hand on the man's back as 
he threw up. 


Seokjin felt guilt. 


"I'm sorry." The doctor looked at him. He suddenly pulled his body into his 
embrace. His fragile body was nothing but bones and he felt Seokjin could 
break at any moment. Expecting him to become aggressive as he was 
previously told by Bogeom, he awaited for the moment in which the patient 
would try to injure him. He didn't care, of course. 


The hug lasted for ten seconds, or less. And once the doctor let go, he 
readjusted his stethoscope and held it up to Seokjin's heart, hearing his 
pulsating heart race while his chest kept rising up and down. Had he 
frightened the man? 


"Please forgive me, It wasn't my intention of startling you or making you 
feel uncomfortable in any way. All I wanted to do was support your body in 
case you would fall over." He lied. In reality he was just testing the man to 
see his full potential and find out it he would attack him or become visious. 


Seokjin held his head down. 


"Mr. Kim, are you smiling?" 
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Namjoon's POV: 


"Mr. Kim, are you smiling?" I ask, staring at Seokjin. I've never seen him 
show emotions before, except for sorrow. Could he be happy, or 
embarrassed? 


I approach him closer and he raises his head up: The smile was now gone, 
and his eyes were darkened. His pupils were dilated. 


"T wasn't. Visiting hours are over." He told me, in his cold tone of voice. 
"Thanks for everything." He sounds so sad. 


"T'll come back to visit you tomorrow night, Seokjin." I announce before 
retreating from the dark room he was in. The lights were all off. 


"Be careful. Don't ever go into any other room, the last remaining patients 
here should never be seen, they're other failed experiments, just like I was. 
But they aren't human anymore, they are wild beasts, demonic creatures of 
the dark and should never be messed with." With the way he explains 
things, I can guarantee you that I'll never set foot in one of those rooms. 


"T won't. I may be a curious man, but I won't let my curiosity get the best of 
me. Farewell, Seokjin." I smile. 


He didn't return the smile or even look at me, he just covered himself up 
with that long cape. It's probably the only thing he has to use as a blanket. 
Poor man. Each day I feel more and more pity for him, but I'm glad I get to 
talk to him, he's so different than the other patients here. 


NNSs 


I got out of the building by 12:00 A.M., pretty late, but I had a lot of work 
to do. And even after I finished working, I stayed in my office searching up 


how to cure malnutrition in less than a week, which foods to eat to treat 
gastritis, which foods to avoid and googled up a lot of other things to help 
Seokjin. I just hope no one notices that I bandaged his arm. Hopefully it'll 
heal soon. 


I pull out my camera and begin to record with the new tripod I bought at the 
mall with Yoongi the day we were shopping. 


"It's currently 12:08 A.M., and I just came out of the building. I'm going to 
try hooking up the camera to this new tripod I got. Yes. There we go, now I 
won't have any problems while driving." I sigh, pulling out of the parking I 
was in to pay my parking ticket. 


"Before I used to think the people in the hospital, you know, the workers? I 
used to think they were crazy. Now I know that they're completely out of 
their minds. When I tell you I'm a clean man, it's because I'm a clean man. I 
usually disinfect everything in the hospital before I use it on my patients, no 
matter what it is. I don't even know where to begin... I think I'll keep 
everything short. I saw Patient Kim today. Everything was going so well: 
We were just talking, I was giving him a check up as usual, having a regular 
chat with him until the psychos entered the room. By "psychos" I mean the 
nurses. I'm going to start calling them psychos from now on after what I 
witnessed them do to him. I was mentioning earlier how clean and 
disinfected I am with my things and whatnot, remember? Well the reason I 
said that was because I clearly saw when they inserted a rusty needle into 
the patient's vein. What's wrong with those people 2" 


I paused, checking my mirrors. I was entering the highway to head home. 


"Pardon my language, but you know what pissed me off? The way they 
gripped onto him as if he was some sort of animal. He had asked the nurses 
for something to eat before they injected him with the medicine, but they 
said that it wasn't his time yet. I found that strange. 

I'm sorry. I've skipped so much about what happened just out of my worry 
for the patient, I'll explain everything properly now. 


First off, I entered the room and, as I mentioned, we had a small talk. We 
didn't really have the chance to start a conversation when the nurses 


entered the room. I was trying to figure out a way to get inside of a vent and 
hide up there, but it was too high and I couldn't reach. The man managed to 
help me hide inside of that vent as if he had some sort of powers in his 
arms. He's so strong, I was in shock. 


I continued to hear what they were telling him. My heart was beating fast, 
not going to lie. Especially when I saw the way they handled him. As soon 
as they left, he helped me to get down from the vent. I immediately searched 
around his arm, but he insisted he was okay. I knew he wasn't. There were 
no bruises, surprisingly. He just automatically healed. I have no idea how 
he did it, but he did. The only noticeable injury was the open wound he had 
on his right arm, the arm they inserted the rusty needle into. I explained 
how dangerous it was for his health as I cleaned his arm with alcohol. In 
the end I managed to disinfect the area on time before it got completely 
infected. I even packed lunch for him before I got to the hospital for him to 
eat. Unfortunately, he was too weak and ended up vomiting the food." I 
started to remember the smile Seokjin had on his face, and smiled at the 
camera. 


"He smiled. I could barely see his mouth because as soon as he threw up, he 
covered his face again with that facemask he usually wears so I didn't get to 
see him completely smile, but I knew he was smiling. I don't need to see his 
mouth the know, his eyes showed it all. 


That's enough for tonight, Dr. Kim, out." I end the video just on time to stop 
at ared light and turn the car radio on. 


It's late at night and I don't want to fall asleep in the middle of the road. 


I'm glad I got filming over with. It's too late to eat anything greasy or sweet, 
I'll just eat the fruit salad I made this morning, I'm not even hungry. 


The only thing I have on my mind is patient Kim. 


I have to find out more information about him. 
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Namjoon thought that he would arrive home and research information on 
his patient, but as soon as he took his lab coat off, he showered, ate, and 
went straight to bed. His feet were killing him from walking around the 
hospital all night and driving, so his body was worn out. 


The night went on peacefully, and he woke up the next morning feeling the 
sun shine down on his eyes. 


"Morning sleepy head!" He jumped up when he saw Yoongi. 
"You startled me. How long have you been here?" He laughed. 


"You smell like alcohol, did you drink last night or something? You know 
it's seven o' clock at night, right...?" Namjoon sprinted out of bed. 


He looked at his clock: 7:00 P.M., just like Yoongi said. He brushed his 
teeth, flung his lab coat over his body, rushed downstairs and found his 
whole family gathered around. 


The man rubbed his eyes. 


"Mom? Dad? What's all of this?" His parents were smiling at him as he 
gave them a hug. 


They held a cake up to him. 


"We just wanted to congratulate you on your achievement, son. We're so 
proud of you." His mother's eyes shined with emotion as tears descended 
from them. She was crying tears of joy. 


"Aw, mom." Namjoon sweetly hugged her as they spoke for a while. 


"You didn't have to do all of this, really." He faked a death stare at his best 
friend. 


"Especially you." Yoongi showed his gummy smile as Namjoon playfully 
punched him. 


"Seriously dude, thanks for nearly making me fall down the stairs. I still 
have toothpaste in my mouth." 


"And on your chin." His father laughed along with his mom as Namjoon 
wiped his face. 


"What time is it, by the way?" Namjoon asked. 

"It's only ten in the morning, don't worry." His mother replied. 

Although he was relieved, he still felt sleepy. 

When everybody left his apartment, Namjoon decided to go back to sleep. 
He woke up in the afternoon and began cleaning around the house. 


"Wow, what happened to you? Last time I checked, you were snoring on the 
couch and now you're flipping the whole apartment upside down." His 
mother spoke, patting her son's shoulder. 


"Aside from being a smart and successful doctor, he's also a clean man. 
Wow. I wonder where he got this from." She teased. 


"Definitely not from Yoongi, that's for sure. Why do you think I haven't 
visited him." His mother furrowed her eyebrows. 


"I'm joking, he's just as clean as I am. I've just gotten so busy with work 
lately that I haven't had enough time to clean around this place." She picked 
up a broom. 


"In that case, then let me help you out." Namjoon gladly accepted her help 
and they began to clean the entire apartment until it was spotless. 


The mother left once again. Namjoon was relieved his apartment was 
cleaned, one less thing he had to worry about. 


He opened his computer and did the research he wanted to do last night but 
couldn't from how tired he felt. 


"Malnutrition." 
"How to safely remove led from your bloodstream." 


He started by searching up helpful things to make sure Seokjin wouldn't be 
in danger. Then again, he was probably exposed to all of that radiation. 


"Seoul Hospitals." He researched information on the hospital and found old 
images of the building. 


"Old asylums in Seoul." Namjoon found something useful. 
He clicked on a link that lead him to the hospital he works in. 


"H.E.H.L. Human Experimentation Hospital Laboratory." He shook his 
head in disbelief when he saw the images of all the doctors he met in the 
hospital he worked in. Two of them looked like the ones who held Seokjin 
down in the wooden chair. 


"Patient Hae Dowon: Died due to a respiratory infection. 
Patient Eun Do: Died due to a sudden heart attack. 
Patient Lee Shin Whan. Cause of death: Food poisoning. 


Patient Kang Youngsoo: Electrocuted in her sleep." Namjoon felt sickened 
by the amount of deaths he kept reading. 


[Posted eight years ago] "This hospital used to be an experimentation lab, 
but was later on tumed into a normal-looking hospital. I used to visit my 
grandmother there when she was sick, but days before she died, she kept on 
talking about a strange noise she heard every night she was sleeping. It 
might have been old heating pipes, but over all, the care they gave her 
wasn't that well. I rate this no stars at all. Stay away from this place." 


[Posted five years ago] "NEVER COME HERE. THIS HOSPITAL IS A 
TRAP TO TAKE YOUR INSURANCE MONEY AND JUST LEAVE 
YOU IN A BED TO DIE! I was diagnosed with pneumonia two years ago 
and they gave me the worst treatment ever. They kept on doing X-Rays of 
my chest and EKGs but they never put anything on me to protect me from 
the radiation. The result? I got lung cancer from the radiation. I'm cured 
now, thanks to another hospital in Korea. But I beg of you: Please DO NOT 
go to this hospital." The man was horrified by the comments. 


He couldn't believe someone in a hospital would actually treat people this 
way. Instead of curing the people, they're killing them. 


The patients he usually sees now, specifically Hoseok who has been there 
for one year and a half, always seem so intimidated by the slightest thing. 
Now he understands why. 


His eyes felt heavy after a while. He took a look at the time. 


"3:00 A.M. I'll take a quick shower because I'm sweaty from cleaning 
around the house. Then I'll eat something and go to the hospital. Oh-" He 
stopped walking as he noticed his camera. 


"T'll take "this" and charge it. I need to make sure it's fully charged. I think 
I'll even record outside of the building to play the footage when I get back 
home, time to see what happens tonight." He stretched his aching bones. 


There was a strange pain in his back. He recalls the amount of crouching he 
had to do in order to fit inside of the small vent yesterday and he felt 
exhausted. 


Nevertheless, the man had to gather up energy from where ever he could to 
work all night... And do more investigation on the laboratory. Although 
Seokjin warned him, the information he found out today in his computer 
gave him a reason to search the hospital rooms even if it was dangerously 
risky. 


As always, he made sure nothing was left on inside of the apartment. 


"Lights, off. Stove, off. Coffee maker is off. And the door's locked. Alright, 
time to go." He unplugged his camera and took the keys out of his pocket 
while getting inside of the car. 


"It's time to see Mr. Kim." 
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The doctor greeted every patient he visited nicely, as he usually does. 
Everyone was enchanted by him, he was just more unique and sweet than 
the other workers in the hospital. He always smiled at his patients, made 
sure they felt comfortable, and did his best to help them out. 


On his way to the lab, his eyes widened when he bumped into a woman 
who had blood on her white scrubs. Her uniform was all stained from her 
waist down. 


"Hey, are you okay?" The woman immediately tensed up. 


"Yes. It's just that time of the month and I had an accident." She gritted her 
teeth with embarrassment. 


Namjoon nodded as they both awkwardly parted ways. There was too much 
blood on the top of her shirt for it to just come from her period. What made 
Namjoon worry wasn't the fact that the nurse's shirt was bloody, it was 
because she had just exited the lab and she was acting very suspicious, 
almost nervous or angry. 


It was 7:00 P.M. already and Namjoon was halfway through his night shift 
when he started to get an uneasy feeling in his stomach. 


His hands were shaking as he entered the password to unlock the laboratory. 
He slowly went inside of the room and looked around, everything was 
different. There were lights on and a bunch of files were spread around each 
room. An operating table was lying around an empty space along with 
oxygen masks, scalpels, and other medical equipment. 


"What is all of this?" The man didn't have enough time to even take a 
second look at the place before he heard the sound of the metal door 
unlocking. He rummaged through the lab until he found a big empty closet. 


"This must've been where they had all of this stuff in. Huh?" He quietly 
leaned over and picked up one of the files that were inside of the closet. 


"Kim Seokjin." He grabbed his bag and hid the files inside to read them 
when he would get back home, so he could peek out of the closet to see 
who had entered the strange room. 


The smells were horrible, it smelled like blood infused with vomit and 
clorox. 


He put on the gas mask he was able to get from the closet and cover his 
face. A lot of people roamed the room. 


He carefully listened to their conversations: 


"You know what's weird? When I found him, his arm was bandaged up. 
Where did he even get the gauze pads from to wrap the around his arm?" 


"I don't know. I wouldn't trust Dr. Kim, anymore if I were you. Keep him 
out of this laboratory, understand? If I lose another doctor because of this, 
then all of you will end up in jail and I'll make sure of that." His boss was 
talking to one of the nurses. The woman who Namjoon previously spoke to, 
who had the blood on her uniform. 


"Yes, sir." 


"LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT!!" He jumped up as he heard loud screams 
coming from a man who had a black bag wrapped around his head. 


The people forcefully dragged him inside one of the rooms and began to 
look around. 


"Keep him quiet, and make sure you get every sample of DNA possible. 
His hair, blood, saliva. Anything and everything. Once that's done, bring 
him to the lab so we could run the tests on him." A man ordered. The rest of 
the people left the lab and pretty soon everything was empty. 


Namjoon took this opportunity to find Seokjin's room. 


The hallway was colder now and had an elevator. He pressed the button and 
Saw a security camera inside of it. 


"Now what am I going to do?" The man felt puzzled, but he eventually 
found another way to get inside of the room without using the elevator. 


It was a risky thing to do, but he had no choice but to do it. He opened an 
old and rusty vent and climbed inside along with his suitcase which is 
where he had Seokjin's files. 


Even with the mask on, the smells still suffocated him. By the time he 
found the room, he took the mask off and spied on the man who was out of 
his normal state of mind. 


"Seokjin?" He was completely different than the Seokjin Namjoon had met. 


The man was clawing the walls, punching and kicking everything that was 
in front of him, or anything that stood in his way. 


He was screaming angrily. Namjoon felt scared, very scared. 


"Seokjin, it's me." The man was startled and with all of the anger he had 
inside of him, he slapped Namjoon across the face. The doctor nearly fell 
back with the amount of force Seokjin put into the slap he gave him. 


"Leave! Don't see me like this!" Blood was dripping down his chin and his 
pupils were dilated just like yesterday, maybe even darker. His body was 
shaking. Namjoon thought the man was going to have a stroke for a second. 


"I'm here now." He spoke calmly, but on the inside he was scared to death 
and confused. 


"T said go away." Seokjin pushed the doctor with all his strength, causing 
him to hit his back against the metal cage and yelp in pain. 


Seokjin's eyes were no longer dilated after hearing the man agonizing in 
pain. The figure was still breathing roughly, but he was coming back to 
reality. And the reality he came back to was one filled with regret, as he had 
hurt the only person who he trusted, and who had faith in him. 


"Namjoon." The tall man was in shock while carrying Namjoon and lying 
him down inside of his cage. 


The cold metal bars hit his injured back, further injuring him. 


"I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to cause you any harm, forgive me, please. I 
didn't mean to hurt you." It was the first time Seokjin's showed his true 
emotions to the doctor, so he was impressed even though he was in pain. 


He wasn't seriously injured, he just felt pain in his lower back. He knew 
there was going to be bruising tomorrow, but he was relieved that he didn't 
break any of his bones because of the strong impact. 


"T'll forgive you if you tell me what they did to you today... You're 
bleeding." Namjoon brushed his finger on Seokjin's neck which was 
dripping blood. The blood seemed to be coming from the mask he was 
wearing. That damn mask, Namjoon wishes he could just remove it from 
the man, but he knows he can't. 


"Um." The man started to get tense. 


"T'll clean it off of you, let me get my suitcase." He cringed at the sounds his 
back made and from the pain. 


"Don't move, you'll only keep hurting yourself." Seokjin was right, but the 
doctor disagreed and moved anyways until he reached his suitcase and 
unzipped it to get his emergency aid kit. 


"Luckily I brought this today with me in case of an emergency. Use this to 
wipe the blood off while I take a pain reliever." He laughed, breathlessly. 


"Thank you, and once again, I apologize for what I did to you." The man 
sounded cold again, but Namjoon felt more relaxed when the man's voice is 


cold and motionless, rather than to when he sounds angry. 


"They fed me today after so many months, that's why I acted the way I did 
when I saw you." He finally spoke after a while. 


Namjoon nodded. 


He found it strange: What could they have fed Seokjin to make him act this 
aggressively? 


The doctor decided to not question him about that and asked him other 
things to distract his mind instead. 


In no time the two men were having a regular conversation. 


"[ have to admit, you seem more energetic than usual." Namjoon spoke. As 
if karma had hit him, Seokjin was no longer energetic and was back to 
being motionless. 


"Is that a bad thing, doctor?" He asked. The doctor stared at him blankly, 
trying to fix the situation he put him in. 


"No, it's rare to see you this uplifting. I like it. I like to see my patients with 
a positive attitude." The smile reappeared once again on the man's face, 
Namjoon sighed in his mind. 


"The day you were helping the child who had a splinter in his leg, I was 
listening. I heard the mother of that child... She sounded so afraid." The 
doctor held his hands together and nodded. 

"She was afraid. Fortunately for her and her son, I was able to remove the 
splinter and prevent the young boy from developing any infection or feeling 
any pain. She hugged and thanked me, but in the end, I felt like the lucky 
one." He smiled. 


The room was quiet for five minutes before Seokjin's voice echoed. 


"Like how you saved my arm from getting infected." The doctor tilted his 
head up, unfolding his hands. 


"Your arm, that's right. I forgot to ask you. Is it okay?" He asked. 
The man nods, then lifts up his sleeve to show Namjoon his arm. 


"It's healed now, thanks to you." The doctor was impressed. 


He kept on talking to Seokjin, until it was his lunch break. He didn't want to 
even look at the cafeteria, he just wanted to talk to the pale looking man 
instead. As time went by, his stomach started growling, signaling him to eat 
something. 


Seokjin heard it as well. 


"Just ignore it, I'll eat later on." Namjoon said, trying to continue their 
conversation. 


"Don't wait until you have a headache to eat something, Dr. Kim, you are a 
doctor after all, right?" Seokjin was right. 


"I know. I just can't eat at the moment, Mr. Kim." He sarcastically replied, 
trying to make the older man laugh, but the man found no joke in 
Starvation. 


"Why? What's holding you back on doing so?" The man asked. 


"You. I don't want to leave you." 
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"You. I don't want to leave you." A long silence was all that followed after 
Namjoon spoke. 


No one else spoke. The men stared at each other without saying a word. It 
was as if their bodies were speaking for them. 


Namjoon's heart was pounding out of his chest, he didn't know if it was 
because he was nervous, or if he was afraid, but his heart was beating so 
loud to a point where he could silently hear it. 


Seokjin remained silenced. The doctor cleared his throat after a while and 
touched Seokjin's forehead. While reaching out to touch his head, the man 
gripped his wrist. 


Namjoon gulped, fearing the man would injure him like before. Instead, the 
man just slowly released his wrist and allowed him to check his 
temperature. 


As Namjoon opened his suitcase to get his medical supplies, the man 
noticed the files inside of it. 


"You liar!" Seokjin backed away from the man. 


"You're one of them. You were lying to me this whole time just to get 
information about me, weren't you?" He noticed the anger in his eyes. 
Namjoon dropped his stethoscope on the floor and handed the files to the 
man. 


He opened them and read the papers one by one. 


"These... Are the files they gave me years ago. The papers they made me 
sign." Namjoon nodded. 


"T found them on the floor and took them with me before climbing up the 
vent." He picked his stethoscope up from the dirty floor and noticed drops 
of blood were staining it. The blood looked fresh. The doctor couldn't judge 
his patient, who knows what those monsters did to him today that made him 
act this way with him. 


He quietly listened to Seokjin's heartbeat and packed everything in his 
suitcase once he was done. Namjoon could see the disappointment in his 
patient's face. 


"Sir, I apologize for causing you so much trouble." He was surprised. 
"Don't be sorry, I know it's not you doing this. It's them." He softly spoke. 
Seokjin felt guilty. 


Namjoon wanted to cheer him up, after all, he's always trying his best to 
make his patients feel comfortable and happy with him every time he sees 
them. Why not try the same thing with this strange man whose probably 
been through a lot? He thought. 


"You need a prescription, Seokjin. A very important medication needs to 
administrated into you as soon as possible." The man sighed at him. 


"And what prescription might that be? They've given me so many 
medications that I believe to have tried them all." 


"What about a dose of friendship?" The man lifted his head, looking at the 
doctor. His expression was beginning to change. 


"Friendship... Perhaps that might work." He looked away. 


"Oh, but what if I increase the dosage and add in 'Companionship' and 
'Trust'? Just two tablets a day and two teaspoons of those three medications 
and you'll feel much better. Don't you think?" Namjoon felt intimidated by 
Seokjin's dead silence, but he later on learned that the man was secretly 
laughing. 


The humor he didn't know he had inside of him was actually helping one of 
his patients. Who knew, right? 


"Thank you. But for now, I think I just need a personal doctor." He rolled 
his eyes in a sarcastic way. 


Namjoon raised an eyebrow at the man trying to follow his game. 

"Yes, I need a doctor who understands what's wrong with my health." 
Namjoon pretended to write a list of everything Seokjin was describing to 
him. 

"T hear you. Please, continue." The young doctor replies, as Seokjin nods. 


"A doctor who isn't serious. Maybe one who has a faint sense of humor, but 
one that takes things serious when it comes to helping others. Of course that 
doctor needs to have a clean record, and a lot of experience with its 
patients." The doctor nodded. 


"And what else does this doctor need to be in order for him to be the perfect 
doctor?" He questioned in a fancy tone of voice, all the while trying to 


sound serious. 


"Female. She needs to be female." Namjoon's jaw dropped as the man held 
back his laughter. 


"How much do you think a rebirth costs? I'm asking for a friend." 
"What friend are you asking for, Dr. Kim?" Seokjin asked. 


"A friend that wants to be the perfect doctor for his special patient." They 
smile at each other in silence. 


"I was joking about the female part. But you know what is true?" 
The doctor tilted his head. 


Seokjin approached him, no longer being afraid. 


"The doctor I just described has all of the traits you have." Namjoon stared 
at the man, speechless. 


There was a brief moment of silence before they heard a loud bang. 
Namjoon remembered that was the sound the door to Seokjin's room made 
when he first discovered it. Someone had entered the hallway. 


"Sorry." The man coldly apologized to Namjoon while trying to help him 
hide inside of the vent. 


"These vents better be cleaned and inspected one by one by tomorrow, got 
it?” They overheard a man say to one of the workers. 


Namjoon and the man were trying to think of a way out, but there was none. 


"What about down here?" The doctor whispered, pointing down at a 
trapdoor in the large, white room. 


Seokjin lifted the trapdoor and Namjoon quickly climbed down, right on 
time before the nurse caught them. 


"How's our special patient doing? Huh?" Seokjin usually didn't reply, but 
his mood got the best of him. 


"T've never been better." He narrowed his eyes at a metal stick the people 
were holding. 


They opened a crate Namjoon had seen before, the crate that they had the 
screaming patient inside of. 


Once released, the patient was no regular looking human. The crazy 
scientists had already turned it into a monster, just like the rest of the dead 
experiments in the hospital. 


"He-lp please-" The patient appeared to be a young teen. He was choking 
on his own spit that later on became a foam that started to form in his 
mouth. 


Seokjin remembered his past self: When he was gasping for air, when he 
was scarred every time they would stab his once, sensitive skin, with 
needles, scalpels, and later on leave him to starve for months. 


He clenched his fists tightly. 


"Help..." Was the last word the poor boy was able to speak before a surgeon 
electrocuted him. 


"Be thankful, Seokjin. This could have been you." A nurse responded, 
narrowing her eyes at the man before her. She grinned, exposing her 
yellowish teeth to him. 


Seokjin looked away, talking with his parched and groggy voice. 


"I wish it would have been me. You should have just killed me instead of 
doing this." As the surgeon retreated the room, the lady coldly cut through 
the teenage boy's throat and left him inside of Seokjin's room for two 
minutes. 


"Pain is beautiful." She dipped her finger in the blood and traced it around 
her lips. 


"Look at how beautiful my lipstick looks!" Seokjin had enough. He wanted 
to injure the woman so badly, but then he remembered what he did to 
Namjoon. He didn't want to become a monster like her. 


Instead, he covered his face and locked himself inside of the cold metal 
cage he sleeps in. 


"Sleep tight, don't let your consciousness bite." She laughed. 


"I can say the same about you." He mouthed, quiet enough for only him to 
hear. 


She left and dragged the dead corpse outside of the room, making sure to 
leave a trail of blood. 


"Enjoy your dessert, sweetheart." 
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Namjoon slowly opened the trapdoor and came out to find Seokjin shaking 
inside of his cage. The doctor unlocked the cage for Seokjin to come out, 
but he just moved further away from him. 


He was confused as to what had happened, but he had to leave. His shift 
was Ovel. 


"Are you okay?" He asked Seokjin. The man was shivering, almost as if his 
sugar level was low. Maybe he was hungry. 


"Are you hungry?" 

"No." Seokjin instantly replied, causing Namjoon to flinch. 
He didn't ask anything else, he let the poor man be. 
Seokjin didn't say anything after that, so the man sadly left. 


"T know they killed that man right in front of Seokjin. I just know they did it 
to keep him alerted and afraid. Bastards." Namjoon thought, entering the 
elevator. 


He got inside of his car and sighed. There were so many things running 
through his mind, that he didn't know what to do except to turn his car on 
and leave the hospital. 


"A lot of interesting things happened tonight, everyone. I'm too tired to even 
vlog, so I'll keep this conversation short. To summon the whole story up: I 
snuck into the dark laboratory, put the heavy suit on, which I still I have on, 
actually." The man realized he had forgotten to remove the suit before 
leaving. Hopefully no one would notice it went missing for one day. 


Sighing, he returned his attention to the highway while blinking heavily to 
keep his eyes from closing. 


"It's currently twelve A.M., almost one o' clock in the morning and I still 
have an hour left to drive. My life is great, I'm such a responsible doctor." 
He laughed to himself. 


"As I mentioned before, I did manage to sneak into the lab without getting 
caught. And what a risky thing to do because just as I was putting my suit 
on, these people entered the lab, so I hid inside of a closet and to my 
surprise, I found a folder of Seokjin's files. I quietly placed them inside of 
my suitcase, waiting for those crazy doctors to leave. Instead of leaving, 
they brought this huge crate. I heard someone screaming from inside of it 
but I couldn't do anything about it. Just watch. When they left, I went to see 
Seokjin. He was going crazy in the room. He looked completely different 
than he normally does: His eyes were darker, his voice was deeper, blood 
was dripping down his chin and he was very angry. I've never seen him act 
this aggressive before. He calmed down after a while, or... After he broke 
my back." Namjoon readjusted himself in his seat, his back was still aching. 


"He didn't do this on purpose, and he apologized later on. It was mostly my 
fault for getting in his way, but I refused to leave him in the condition he 
was in. The only explanation he gave me was that he was finally fed after 
months, or years. Weird, but I'm glad he was able to eat. I feel bad for him, 
those monsters must be feeding him the worst types of food ever. I wouldn't 
trust them for shit. Sorry for swearing, but it's true." He sighed. 


The road was packed with cars, so he had more time to record, waiting for 
the traffic to move. 


"Tt isn't that dark out, but it's not good to be up this late. I need to get sleep 
and it's almost one in the morning. I'll try to find a short cut somewhere." 
He told his camera while making a left turn. 


"Guys, when I saw the strange man again, for once I felt less nervous 
despite the pain I'm currently feeling in my lower back. Seokjin isn't a bad 
man, his mask doesn't make him look scary. To me, he's just another victim 
being held hostage in that dungeon they call 'hospital' 


You know what's really strange? When I bumped into a nurse, she had 
blood all over the top of her shirt. She 'claimed' it was nothing out of the 


norm, but I highly doubt it, considering just how high up the blood was on 
the lab coat she had on and inside of her regular shirt as well. She was 
definitely lying. If Seokjin's chin was bleeding and there was blood all over 
that woman's uniform, then that explains everything. She most likely injured 
Seokjin and cut his chin, that would be the cause as to why he was so angry 
as well and why he slapped me when he saw me enter the room. He was 
afraid of her and tried to defend himself in case I would hurt him as well. 
Which I wouldn't, that's for sure. Poor man, no wonder he has trust issues." 
The traffic slowed down, and it started to rain. 


Namjoon ended his vlog to ease the stress he had and turned on the radio. 


He checked his mirrors, turned his flicker on, making sure no cars were 
coming his way. There was a car headed towards the man at full speed, but 
he didn't notice. The car was close to colliding with Namjoon's, fortunately 
nothing happened. 


The man was heavily breathing, he blamed his lack of sleep and the images 
he had in his mind of the hospital. He made it back home safely with no 
other incidents occurring. 


He felt exhausted, and still shocked. All he remembered was when the 
person honked their horn as they swerved away from his car. What a night. 


"T have to get it together." Namjoon thought as he let the pressure of the 
shower drain away the bacteria he had on his body. His mind was full of 
thoughts, but he kept on thinking of the patient. 


"Seokjin..." He wondered if he was okay. 
What he was doing. 


If he was uncomfortable when he slept inside of that dark and cold room. 
So many questions that he could only answer himself. 


"Of course he isn't okay. He's probably sleepless! What human can sleep 
inside of that freezing room? All he has is that black cape he's always 


wearing around his hospital gown. There aren't any sheets or pillows in that 
stale bed." He sighed, relaxing himself in the hot water. 


"The doctor I described has all of the traits you have." Seokjin popped into 
his mind, midway through his shower. A smile appeared slowly on 
Namjoon's face as he walked out of the bathroom. 


"You. I don't want to leave you."" He remembered what he said to the man. 
What he said was and is true: He didn't want to leave him. Seokjin's 
presence is different than the other patients. Yes, Namjoon does have a 
connection with all of his patients, and he loves to cure them. But somehow, 
he doesn't feel the same type of connection he feels towards Seokjin. He 
feels different with him. It's a good thing. 


Before he let his thoughts get the best of him, Namjoon went to sleep. 
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Namjoon's POV: 

"Good evening, Dr. Kim." His voice is so cold. 
"Mr. Kim, are you smiling?" His soft side. 
"Tell me, how have you been feeling today?" 
"Like death." His weak side. 


"Don't see me like this!" His strong side. Everything about him is just so 
mysterious. Seeing him everyday, I feel like I unlock a new emotion in him 
each time I see him. 


"Hello? Earth to Dr. Kim! Are you alive?" I snap out of my daydream when 
I'm greeted by Bohwa. 


I greet him with a fake smile: A common thing I've learned to do since I'm 
surrounded by a lot of imposters who pretend to be professionals but are 
actually the worst human beings alive. 


His voice is annoying sometimes, to be honest. It sounds nosey, just like 
him. He's the nosiest doctor- On second thought, I take that back. They're 
"all" nosey imposters who just want to kill people to get their insurance 
money and experiment with them like animals. 


Before anger filled up in my head, I remembered all of the patients I've seen 
tonight so far. I'm not going to let anyone or anything turn me into a 
monster like those doctors. 


"Where are you headed?" Bohwa asks, following me. We start walking 
away from the lab, I needed to reach Hoseok's room which is very far from 
where Seokjin is. 


"To give a patient these pills. He needs them because he suffers from panic 
attacks and narcolepsy." I replied with no interest. Why no interest? 
Because I'm not interested in spreading any information about Hoseok to 
Bohwa. I don't trust him at all. 


He kept staring at the prescription bag as if I had a time bomb inside of it. 
When I was reaching Hoseok's room, I stared blankly at Bohwa to see if he 
would get the message and leave, but the man just stared right back at me. 


"Don't you have somewhere to be, Bohwa?" 
"That's right. I do." He replied, still staring at me as he walked away. Creep. 
I knock on the door to Hoseok's room. 


"Come in!!" He's the only patient who's survived in this hospital with such a 
humor. 


I'm glad Bohwa left me alone. Time to focus on Hoseok and take my mind 
off of everyone else. In a doctor's life, his patient should always be his main 
priority, am I wrong? 
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The room was so dark, especially on rainy nights. Namjoon didn't know 
how Hoseok had the guts to sleep in there. Everything about his room gave 
the doctor goosebumps in his body. 


He observed Hoseok's behavior, and he saw his mental health had 
significantly improved: He wasn't falling asleep unconsciously anymore, he 
wasn't getting visions, and he was looking better. 


"Tell me, Hoseok, what type of food do they feed you here. What does it 
look and taste like?" The doctor was trying to get any information on what 
they fed the mysterious patient, Seokjin, the day he saw him acting so 
violent and aggressive. 


"Crackers, apple juice, regular meals that aren't the 'best', but don't taste that 
bad. They look fresh and taste pretty good." The man smiled, brightly while 
continuously nodding his head. 


"And how does your body react after you eat each meal or snack?" 


"Normal. Nothing that I've eaten here has given me any side effects, as far 

as I'm concerned... Doctor, you look worried. Does this have something to 

do with me, or with the rumors about Patient Kim?" Namjoon immediately 
reacted to the name Hoseok mentioned. 


"Him? This has nothing to do with him. I'm just curious about your eating 
habits in this hospital, that's all. Oh! I almost forgot to mention this," 
Hoseok stared at the doctor watching him readjust himself in his seat. 


"Since you've been improving in your health lately, if you keep this up 
without having anymore issues, then you can be released in one week, or 
so." Hoseok's smile got wider. 


"Really? Thank you so much! This is incredible! I would love to go back 
home already, I haven't seen my house, my friends, or my family in so 


long." The man frowned. 
"But they have visited you here, I assume." 


"You assumed wrong, my nice doctor. During the entire time I've been here, 
not one person has visited me except for the nurses and the rest of the 
people who work here." That made Namjoon pity the poor guy. 


"Is that so? I'm sorry to hear that." He patted Hoseok's shoulder lightly, 
earning a smile from him. 


"It's okay. At least I've had a kind friend like you. You're not a doctor, to me 
you're more like the brother I never had but always wanted. Thank you for 
being so kind, Dr. Kim." 


Namjoon and Hoseok spoke for about an hour and a half more, before the 
doctor had to leave his room to attend his next patient. 


NNSs 


"Hi, Dr. Kim, here. I'm on my lunch break. It's currently 6:41 P.M., It's dark 
outside and very cold in this parking lot, but I'll do what ever it takes to 
avoid eating in that cafeteria or in any place that weird hospital has. I 
found Bohwa on my way to Hoseok's room. He claimed he was just leaving, 
but stayed until I made it to the patient's room. He kept looking at his 
prescription and staring at me directly, not even blinking as if he was some 
sort of spy cam. He's so strange. Well, I just wanted to record a little bit to 
give you an update on what's happening. The last time I saw him, he was so 
angry... So intimidating. I hope he's okay now when I see him later on. 
That's all from me tonight so far, folks. Goodbye." The man put his camera 
away and got out of his car. 


He made his way back into the building. 


Everyone had left, almost no one was in the hospital except for the very few 
patients that stay there at night, and the doctors who keep them under 
observation. But luckily they never come across Namjoon, some people 


there haven't met him yet and he was glad: The less people he knew, the 
better. 


He made sure no one would follow him this time, and made it to Seokjin's 
room as quietly as possible. He didn't know what was inside of the other 
rooms but judging by what the man had told him last time, he no longer felt 
the desire of wanting to know what might be hidden within those strange 
rooms. He tried focusing more on Seokjin than on what was around his 
surroundings. Frankly speaking: When he's talking with the cold man, his 
fear of what might be around him fades away and he puts all of his attention 
on Seokjin in order to forget about his fears. 


Namjoon was two steps away from the patient's room, when he starts 
getting a heavy feeling in his chest and in his stomach. He thought that it 
was probably because he ate too fast, but the feeling later on lingered 
around his body, causing him to shake and feel nauseous. He felt so strange, 
that he couldn't see Seokjin. He had to leave the hospital and run back to his 
car immediately. The symptoms worsened as soon as he got to his car: He 
felt an ache in his lower back, and his head was about to explode from the 
amount of pressure inside of it. 


"No... This is not good. This is not good." He drove out of the parking lot 
and fastened his seatbelt while picking up the pace in the highway. 


He lived so far from home, at that moment he wished his apartment wasn't 
so far away from the hospital. 


Namjoon only got worse when he needed to get better, when he was driving 
in a highway full of speedy cars. His vision fogged up, giving him poor 
eyesight to steer properly. 


His heart rate increased and soon he started hyperventilating. Tears welled 
up in his foggy vision, and dripped down onto his jeans. 


"What the hell is happening to me?" He thought. 


"Am I having a panic attack?" Later on he discovered it was true: Namjoon 
was in fact having a panic attack in the highway. What could have triggered 


it? He was completely fine. Something is not right. 


He made it to his apartment and when he stepped out of the car, he started 
throwing up. 


As soon as the man retreated back into his apartment, he was perfectly fine. 
No sign of illness to be found, and his stress was gone. 


"Yoongi! You... Scared me." He breathed out, greeting his friend. 


"What happened to you? You look like you've seen a ghost. I came here a 
few minutes ago, searching for you but realized you hadn't come home yet, 
so I was about to leave when you pulled up in your driveway. Are you 
okay?" 


"T had a bad premonition. I felt a bad presence in that hospital and then had 
a vision of someone who was trying to cause harm. A lot of harm." 


"Who would want to harm you? That's crazy." Yoongi was worried. 
Namjoon denied his question, taking his lab coat off. 

"It's not me who they wanted to harm." 

"Then who is it?" The man parted his lips to respond. 


"Kim Seokjin." 
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"Kim Seokjin? That's not possible." Yoongi stated, leaving the younger man 
dumbfounded. 


"That patient was insane when he arrived at that hospital, or so I read online 
in some article. He's probably even dead by now." Namjoon rolled his eyes 
in disbelief, staring at the floor. 


"Yoongi, do you honestly believe everything on the internet?" 
"No. But you do." Yoongi responded with an off tone in his voice. 


"I was searching through your computer and found this." He turned the 
screen towards Namjoon, revealing what he had been previously searching 
on the hospital. 


"Old asylum? Malnutrition? Look, I know doctors like to discover things 
like remedies and give people advice... But Namjoon, what's all of this 
about?" 


The man sighed deeply, thinking of what to reply to the older. 


"I think it's time for you to go home, Yoongi." Yoongi stared at him with 
disappointment on his face. "You changed. Take care of yourself, man." He 
left the apartment and Namjoon closed his computer with a sigh of relief 
and frustration. 


Maybe his friend was right. But he wasn't about to give up the amount of 
progress he had gained from Seokjin, he knows too much to just quit his 
job. Besides, his boss pays him a fair amount of money and he isn't stingy. 


The rest of the night, Namjoon decided Yoongi was right and that he 
couldn't overdo things. But he still researched information on the previous 
patients in the hospital, and he ended up finding more than he had hoped 
for. 


When he opened the page, it closed up so he had to reopen it, hoping that he 
wouldn't end up with a computer virus or something worse. 


"Previous Patients: The untold truth about the Seoul Hospital." He clicked 
on the article and found pictures of the patients. 


Most of them were so blurry, that he could tell they were from the late 90's 
or even 60's. That's how old the photos looked, not to mention the dates on 
them that might even be as old as his mother was when she had Namjoon. 


"None of these people even look human. They look so deformed, creepy, 
even demonic. What did they do to them?" He thought, while scrolling 
down. 


"Patient K. Seokjin. That's him!" No picture was available, unfortunately, so 
Namjoon didn't get to see what his face looked like without the mask, but 
he still read the article. 


"Full name: Kim Seokjin. 

Blood type: O. 

Birth date: 12/4/???? 

Medical history: Suffers from MPD and sees visions at night. 


This patient suffered from a Multiple Personality Disorder that was causing 
him to go insane with paranoia, and eventually, he became aggressive: 
physically and mentally, with everyone who went near him." That explains 
why they always described him as an aggressive person. 


Namjoon dove deeper, but found no other information on him. He was 
beginning to feel like a stalker, but he knew he wasn't doing this to cause 
Seokjin any more harm than the pain he's exposed to day and night in that 
room they keep him locked in without seeing the light of day." 


With all of this information, the man felt a distraught feeling in his stomach 
once again, and his head was beginning to hurt again. Before he got worse, 
he went to bed, shutting off every light in his house like he usually does. 


He tossed, turned, switched his sleeping position, but nothing worked. His 
upset stomach turned into a burning sensation. 


"Heartburn. That's what I get for eating so late." He thought. Namjoon 
relaxed himself as much as possible, relieving any stress on his mind until 
his eyes got so heavy that it sent him into, yet another, troublesome sleep. 


-The next day- 


"I can't keep doing this. My mind is at peace one night, then the next it's 
completely different. It's driving me insane!" He spoke to himself, ruffling 
his hair. 


Later on after he ate breakfast and fixed himself up a little bit, Namjoon felt 
more motivated to be productive. 


Besides, as a doctor, he had to keep up his saying: "A healthy life is the best 
life." not only for him, but for his patients as well. 


The day was cloudy, very windy and kind of dark. Namjoon thought it was 
the perfect opportunity he had to finish seeing a haunted house 
documentary he started a week ago: but due to his busy schedule, he never 
got to finish watching it. 


Namjoon might seem like a soft man on the outside to most people, but on 
the inside, he's into mystery and loves to watch ghost series or suspense 
movies. However, ever since he started having nightmares about Seokjin 
and the hospital, he stopped seeing those things. This day he felt confident 
and decided to give it a shot and watch a few scary movies. 


"What's this?" He found something interesting while scrolling through the 
channels, drinking his coffee. 


"Sharp and Deadly Love." Namjoon clicked on the information of the 
movie and began to read: 


"In which a young man falls for a woman who's beauty was captivating. 
Little did he know that he fell for a dangerous vampire that has taken the 


lives of many innocent people in her past life. Can this man change the 
blood-sucking woman's soul and change her? Huh... It sounds good. I think 
I'll watch this and change into my suit later on to go a little late to the 
hospital. Besides, it's better when no one is around to ask me questions." 


The man lay back on his couch, staring into his flat screen TV while the 
movie began. 


"Wow, are Vampires that poetic? Haha, I think they'll make a nice couple if 
he keeps her a secret. Oh no, wait! Don't do that." He spoke to the screen as 
if the actors inside would reply. 


"Fear me not, my love. For I have no intentions of hurting you. I just need 
your trust." 


The movie ended on good terms and Namjoon found it interestingly good. 
The woman turned her lover into a vampire in the end and they eternally 
lived happily ever after and all, but what he loved about the movie the most 
was the couple's romance and the way they cared for each other. 


It was getting darker out, so Namjoon thought this was probably a good 
time to leave before it started raining again. Right after he got in his car, 
rain started pouring down. 


"It's 4:40 P.M. right now, and I'm getting ready for work. I'll tell you more 
about it in a minute." 
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"T didn't see him last night." Namjoon said, turning on his car wiper blades 
to see the path of where he was driving. The rain was heavier than it was 
before, he was thankful for bringing his umbrella and not leaving it back at 
home. 


"Something strange happened to my body, as if I had a premonition. I felt 
angry, sad, my chest closed up. I even had a panic attack while driving, and 
I started tearing up for no reason. It was horrible. Maybe it was the 
radiation frequencies in there, affecting my head. It could have been that. 
Or maybe I was going to get caught by the monsters called "workers" in the 
lab and gotten myself in trouble. Right? It could have been that. In fact, it 
probably was that." He nodded to himself, deep down inside hoping 
nothing bad had happened to Seokjin. 


He pushed that thought to the back of his head to focus more on driving. 
The sun was barely shining down, and the clouds only made it harder for 
him to see. 


As the minutes went by, Namjoon finally made it to his destination. He put 
his lab coat on, took his suitcase which contained the papers he secretly 
stole from the doctors there. The ones that held Seokjin's information. 


Almost no one was there, and half of the lights in the hospital were off in 
some of the offices, signalling that most of the people had left already, 
making it easier for Namjoon to just make his way to the lab. 


He bought his own full bodysuit and protection glasses this time to avoid 
using anyone else's. While zipping it up, he heard a growling coming from a 
long hallway. 


It startled him to the point of making him shake a little. He gathered up all 
of the courage he had and started to walk down the hallway. 


The lights were green, flickering on and off. 


There was a faint smell of vomit becoming stronger the closer Namjoon 
approached it. 


He heard sounds of chewing as scratches trailed the walls with creepy 
writings such as "They hear us', 'No escape’, 'Don't breathe’ and curse words. 
The doctor was disgusted, sickened, but pushed through everything until he 
found out where the sounds where finally coming from. 


"Patient Kim." He found the man hyperventilating inside of his cage, his 
clothes was all torn apart, and there was another figure beside him. 


A huge, demonic looking monster with acid dripping down from his body, 
forming a weird foam in his mouth. Both figures looked angry, injured, and 
still wanted to fight each other. 


Seokjin gripped the monster's throat, the monster doing the same, until they 
were choking themselves, neck and neck. 


Namjoon saw as the monster's claws cut through Seokjin's neck and how he 
kept kicking to free himself from the monster. He refused to stand there and 
watch the unknown experiment drain the life out of him, so he grabbed a 
fire extinguisher and hit the figure on the head, then sprayed him with 


pepper spray. 


"Open that door. Open it now!" Seokjin ordered while stepping back. 
Namjoon unlocked a door that was far from Seokjin's room. 


The man moved back and in a flash, ran towards the demonic looking 
monster and used all of the power he had left in him to push him into the 
room. After he exited the room, Namjoon saw the monster get struck by 
deadly weapons and lasers until he collapsed on the floor and fell into a 
deep sleep. 


The doctor was stunned by the act the man pulled off. Instead of wondering 
how he managed to even get into a fight with such a beast, Namjoon 
cautiously walked over to Seokjin and bend over to his level. The man was 
on the floor, still struggling to breathe. 


His breathing was so intense and desperate, the doctor worried he might be 
having an asthma attack or something worse. 


"Seokjin, look at me-" The man's immediate reaction was to slap Namjoon 
across the face with a growl. Namjoon ignored it by holding Seokjin's 
hands: Not too tight, but tight enough for them to stay in his grip. 


"Look at me. Hey, hey breathe in slowly." As the doctor instructed him to 
breathe slow, the man's chest moved slower until he was no longer 
hyperventilating. 


Namjoon calmly released his hands. Seokjin clenched his fists tightly, then 
got up and became aggressive again. Namjoon noticed that his pupils were 
dilated and darted on the figure he was fighting with earlier. 


He knew he shouldn't interrupt him or even touch him when he gets angry, 
but he didn't want to risk Seokjin worsening the situation and getting further 
injured. 


"Stop. Sit down, please." Namjoon kept his distance and just spoke to the 
man while he crouched down and began to grip onto his hair tightly, 
swinging himself back and forth, humming. 


Just when he thought Seokjin was finally relaxed and ready to talk, he 
moved away from him. Namjoon tried getting closer, but the man just 
cowarded away as far as he could. 


Namjoon even cornered him and crouched down next to him, but he just 
looked away, refusing to look at the doctor. 


"Seokjin, why are you acting like this? Who was that monster and why was 
he fighting with you?" He knew that by asking this many questions the man 
might feel uncomfortable and confused, but the doctor was desperate and 
had to know what was going on. 


"My behavior and this fight was caused by you, Dr. Kim. It's all your fault." 
He coldly responded. 


"My fault?" Namjoon stuttered, moving back. 


The man gritted his teeth at him, feeling anger boiling inside of him again, 
with a hint of disappointment. 


"I saw him approach me. Last night I opened the door, watched him enter 
and greeted him politely. He didn't seem like himself, why wasn't the nice 
man greeting me as usual? Could I have done something wrong to upset 
him? I thought. Instead I found out that the man I thought was you, wasn't 
you. It was a monster they sent after me to end my life by strangling me. 
Where were you last night?" Namjoon was shocked, almost frozen. 


He knew that the premonition he had was no good. He regretted leaving the 
hospital. 


"Last night I entered this lab after everybody was gone, in hopes of seeing 
you again. When I was ready to enter your room, I had this weird feeling in 
my chest, like a premonition. I sensed danger, but what ever it was, it just 
made me leave the hospital and I ended up having a panic attack in my car 
while driving." The doctor explained, looking down. 


"So, you sensed my emotions after all. Were you okay afterwards?" The 
man asked. Namjoon nodded. 


They heard a door slam shut, signalling the nurse's arrival. Namjoon hid 
inside of the room he hid in last time. He saw as a woman entered the room, 
holding a pint of blood. 


"Well, I can see that you tamed your new friend. Here's a little treat. If only 
one of you would just die, then we could finally move onto our next project: 
Building a cemetery!" She joked, throwing the pint of blood to the man's 
face, hitting him on his shoulder roughly. 


Namjoon was on the edge of getting out of the room he was in and ending 
the woman's life with his own hands. 


He hated to see how they treated Seokjin. 


"The nerve of those lunatics doing this to you. I'll fuck them up one by one 
if they ever try to hurt you again like the last time." Seokjin seemed 
surprised. 


"You're not you," He spoke. "you're different." The doctor was even 
surprised at himself. 


"My apologies. I don't swear like this, I really don't. Especially not in front 
of my patients." 

The doctor noticed how Seokjin's facial expressions changed. He was going 
back to his normal self again. 


"But you did. And you did it because of me, didn't you?" He looked down. 
Namjoon stared down at the man, slightly lifting his head up. 


"T didn't do it because of you, Seokjin. I did this for you." Seokjin's eyes 
widened. 


"Thank you." A smile appeared on Namjoon's face. 
"Seokjin, why did she give you this?" He pointed at the pint of blood. 


"Well, doctor... "This' is my food." 
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The patient's reply left the doctor very confused. "They feed you pints of 
blood. Unbelievable. What type of sick humans do this?" The doctor took 
the pint of blood from Seokjin's hand and scanned it with his eyes. 


"This isn't even normal human blood. This blood could have a disease or 
even be poisonous. Throw that away, please. I brought you something 
different this time for you to eat." Namjoon didn't care about spending time 
or money in buying all sorts of foods, if it would make Seokjin eat and feel 
energized, then he was more than satisfied and happy. 


"Sir, you really don't need to worry about me." The man insisted, placing 
the pint of blood on the floor. 


When he got up, he felt lightheaded and fell over. Namjoon helped him 
stand back up again, while the man held his head. 


"You're weak. You need energy in your body." He opened the small 
container he had the fruits in and handed it to the man who took a small bite 
of it, hiding his mouth with the mask. 


Namjoon was curious as to why the man didn't just remove it, then he 
remembered that the man had told him it was a mask that he must wear. He 
didn't know why, but he was only guessing that it was for his safety, so he 
just let the man test the clean foods on his own. 


His reaction to the the fruits was good: He didn't throw up, and he seemed 
to enjoy it. His reaction to the chicken was okay, he was surprisingly good 
at biting into chicken, he skinned it in under two minutes. 


"How are you feeling, Seokjin?" Namjoon asked after ten minutes of him 
eating. 


"I feel fine. More energetic, just like you said, doctor." His eyes shined, and 
Namjoon saw the smile even if he couldn't see his mouth. He just knew he 


was smiling. 
His smile made it all worth it. 


Although he kept on noticing how Seokjin held his arm and throat, then 
kept flinching. 


"T'll get you a bandage, hold on." He scrambled through his bag and found 
the first aid kit he always carries around with him. Then he applied a cream 
to the man's opened wounds to help them close faster, to avoid the risk of an 
infection from the open wound. 


"Every time I visit you, you're always getting injured." Namjoon softly 
spoke, cleaning the man's neck. There were bruises on his neck all the way 
down to his chest from how hard the demonic man squeezed him. 


"I'm sorry for causing you trouble." The man frowned. 


Namjoon regretted even speaking, he didn't mean to make Seokjin feel bad 
about himself. 


"That's not what I meant, Seokjin, you don't cause me trouble at all." 

"But you always feel the need to heal me whenever I'm wounded." Seokjin 
replied, tilting his neck down when the doctor finished applying the 
medicine to it. 

"That's my job: To fix the broken and make them feel better again." The 
doctor carefully placed a bandage on Seokjin's hands, then wrapped them 


up as well. 


"I'm unfixable. No matter what you do, I'm afraid that there really is no use 
in you trying to fix me." But the doctor just shook his head in disbelief. 


"Even the broken have a cure. If anything, you're the one who's healing 
me." The man felt confused. 


"How so? I haven't done anything but cause you trouble." 


"But you've given me friendship, and for that I am thankful. It's almost as if 
you filled an empty space in my heart for the friend that I lost four years 
ago..." The doctor held his heart with a sad facial expression. 


"Did he die, Dr. Kim?" The man coldly asked. Namjoon nodded. 


"One day, we were in a beach just swimming and looking at the sunset, 
when I decided to take a walk. I left him alone in the ocean and when I 
looked back, I found out he was drowning. I tried my best in giving him 
CPR, but his lungs were already filled with water, and by the time I got to 
him... He had already passed away. From there on I bowed to save people's 
lives and never lose anyone else." 


Namjoon breathed in deeply to concentrate on the man who was staring at 
him with a saddened expression on his face. 


"And now look at you, you've healed your patients and saved their lives, 
including mine." Seokjin's words cheered Namjoon up. In no time, he had 
forgotten about his painful story and was paying attention to his patient. 


"You're right. My patients are my life, I would do anything to help them 
live longer." He smiled. 


They changed the topic immediately, trying to make each other feel less 
uncomfortable. 


"How is the weather outside? Are there flying cars yet?" Seokjin joked, 
giving the doctor a short laugh. 


"Yes, so many. I even flew here in a spaceship, but you don't know how 
tough it is to park that thing, let alone fill it's gas tank when it's low on fuel. 
They charge me a fortune." It was Namjoon's turn to make the man laugh 
and it worked. 


"Mmm, so I see. Do you want to hear a quick joke?" The doctor nodded, 
how could he resist? 


"A doctor walked in here earlier and apologized to me for the long wait. I 
replied with: It's okay, I'm patient." Namjoon clapped slowly. 


"Very good, but did you hear the one about the drunk man at the bar?" 
Seokjin shrugged. 


"He got so drunk, that he started flirting with a wall and said "alcohol" you 
later. Get it? Like "T'll call you later"... Yeah, I'm terrible at jokes, sorry." 
Seokjin started laughing, a tiny bit more clearer. Namjoon thought his 
laughter was very contagious and laughed along with him. 


"Stop apologizing, Dr. Kim, you sound like me already." He giggled. 
"Oh sorry, I have the habit of apologizing without even realizing I am." 


"Like how you just apologized to me right now?" The doctor facepalmed 
himself, earning another muffled laughter from the man. 


They heard a loud bang from the room next to them. The room the monster 
was locked in. 


Seokjin jumped and nearly fell over again. Just as he was about to collapse 
on the floor, he looked up at a familiar face. 


"T've got you." 
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Seokjin opened his eyes and found himself in the doctor's arms. He got up, 
thanking the doctor for catching him. 


"How long has he been here?" Namjoon whispered, trying not to wake up 
the beast next to the man's room. 


"Today it's the second day he's been here, and they release him every night 
after 9 o' clock just so he could fight with me. He's much bigger than I am, 
much stronger, and much more angrier, so I just try my best to find his 
weak spots to attack him. That's been happening for so long with other 
patients the doctors turn into monsters so they could test their powers on 
me, at this point I just let them harm me to get it over with." 


This was so much for Namjoon to take in, poor man. He's been through a 
lot in this hell. 


The demonic creature had scared them so much, Seokjin didn't even realize 
he was still in Namjoon's arms and that Namjoon was still holding onto his 
waist like a porcelain doll: Being careful so that he wouldn't fall and break. 


"I'm sorry, I'm very sorry." The doctor apologized, releasing Seokjin from 
his grip. 


Seokjin stood next to his cage with a sassy expression on his face. 


"Who's the one who overly apologizes now, Dr. Kim?" He teased. Namjoon 
crossed his arms, pretending to feel offended. 


"Me? Apologizing? Please. I was simply running a quick test on you for 
your own health, after all, I am a doctor." Seokjin wasn't buying that story, 
and frankly, Namjoon wasn't either. 


"I'm sorry, that story was terrible." 


"And the man apologized once again. That's four times already, Namjoon." 
Seokjin spoke. 


Namjoon quit and pretended to have a zipper on his mouth. He didn't speak 
for a while. 


The whole room went quiet. 


Namjoon's phone rang and Seokjin held his stomach, sitting inside of the 
cold, metal cage. 


Namjoon read the name of the caller, it was his mom. He answered thinking 
it was something serious since his mother rarely calls him when he's 
working. 


"Hello? Mom, how are you?" He answered, acting normal. 


"T'm doing well, son. Listen! I'm at the hospital right now, I just wanted to 
stop by even though it's late, to tell you about something very important. 
Could you spare me a minute to talk to you?" She sounded okay, so 
Namjoon agreed. 


"T'll see you... In a minute." He paused, looking back at Seokjin. The man 
was curved inside of the cage, his breathing was getting heavier by the 
minute. 


Namjoon hung up and went to his side. 


"Seokjin, are you hurt?" He heared the man's bones crack slightly while 
sitting up. 


"I'm fine. Get out of here, now." He was surprised at his sudden change in 
attitude. 


"You don't look... Alright, but at least let me take your temperature. 
Please?" The doctor was worried about Seokjin's excessive sweating, the 
look in his eyes wasn't the same, and his change in mood. 


Seokjin agreed, but he couldn't get up. 


"T'll help you sit up." The doctor reached out to grab Seokjin's arm, but the 
man gripped his hand and started to shake. 


Namjoon thought he was having a hot flash. 


"Breathe, Seokjin." He released his hand slowly, rolling a thermometer 
across his forehead. The man's temperature was very high. The state he was 
in was no good, he could be having a stroke and Namjoon feared that if he 
left him alone, his condition would worsen. 


"Answer the following questions: Does your chest feel tight?" The man 
denied he did. 


"Do you feel numbness on your face, tongue, or any part of your body?" 
The man denied that he felt any numbness as well. 


"Do you want some water?" He denied it. 


"Leave. I want you to leave." His voice was deeper, and he was gritting his 
teeth. The doctor's worry only increased. 


"But Mr. Kim, I can't just leave you like this. You're my patient, remember? 
I'm going to take care of you." He insisted. 


Seokjin's frustration grew bigger. Namjoon noticed he was breathing harder, 
it was probably because of that mask that he always wears. It was most 
likely causing the man to have breathing problems. 


"Here, I think you just need some fresh air. No one is around so please take 
that mask off." That was the last straw. Seokjin clenched his fist and 
growled roughly. 


"This is the last time I tell you this: Please leave, now." The man sounded 
more agitated with each word his mouth would form. 


"And this is the last time 'I'm' telling you this... I'm not leaving until I know 
you're okay." 

Namjoon wasn't trying to anger the man, he just wanted to know what he 
was feeling and how he could help him. 


But the only thing the man did was push him out of the room before he 
started to scratch on the walls. 


Namjoon had no choice left but to leave him. 
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"It's not like him to act this way. He's usually calm, too calm sometimes. 
What's happening to Seokjin?" Namjoon's mind went blank once he was 
met face to face with his mother who was talking to a nurse. 


"Oh! This is my son, Kim Namjoon. Isn't he handsome?" She proudly 
smiled at her son, talking to the younger woman. 


"This woman and I are very fond of each other, mom. Nice seeing you 
again." Namjoon faked a smile, knowing that was the woman who coldly 
killed the man in front of Seokjin and threw the pint of blood at his face. 


He hated her guts, but he had to put on a happy looking smile for his mother 
to not feel uncomfortable. 


"T randomly bumped into her, isn't that funny?" She smiled widely as the 
nurse suspiciously blinked. 


"Ma'am, we're doing this special event on women in which they donate 
blood to help out those in need. It's all for a good cause, would you like to 
participate?" Namjoon interrupted his mother from replying. 


"Not now." He saw the awkward facial expressions on his mother's face. 


"What a handsome son you have, huh? Where was he born?" She asked, 
smirking. 


"Well..." He spoke once more for his confused mother, just to avoid any 
more questions from the nurse. 


"My parents were infertile, so they decided to adopt me when I was two 
years old. Excuse us." He grabbed his mother's hand and turned her away 
from the nurse. 


"Kim Namjoon! You know that's not true. I gave birth to you and I 
personally wanted to donate my blood, what's going on?" She whispered. 


"Walk with me, please. No no, don't look back." He said, keeping a straight 
face the whole time. 


They made it out of the hospital building and into the car. 


"What was that all about?" He felt guilty about confusing his mother, let 
alone lying in front of her, but it was to keep her safe. 


"Never give them your information: No cell phone number, your home 
address, your medical history, records, your insurance cards. Especially not 
your blood type." His mother stared at him. 


"Why? Don't you work there? I don't see why I can't donate a little bit of 
my blood to help out those in need, Namjoon." She frowned, feeling 
discouraged. 


"They don't need the blood for a donation, and it's not for a good cause." 
Her son insisted, trying to shake that idea out of his mother's head. 


"What are you talking about?" Namjoon sighed, holding the sides of his 
temples. 


"They just want your information to take money from the insurance you 
have. Once they start running tests on you, they never stop. It's all just a big 
scam to harm you, mom. Please don't tell anyone anything about you. Don't 
tell them your name. Don't even talk to them, or look at them. I know this 
might be hard to take in, but I need you to be on my side and trust me. 
Okay?" The mother was trying hard to process every bit of information that 
Namjoon was telling her about. 


After a while, she decided to be on the safe side and believed Namjoon. 


Namjoon sighed in relief once he had warned her about everything, that 
way he didn't run the risk of his family being in danger. 


"Son, please, for the love of God, please protect yourself against those 
people. And always keep yourself germ free!" Namjoon smiled slightly, he 
felt like a child again whenever his mother mentioned anything about 
keeping himself free of germs. 


He kept his promise the same way she kept hers. With that being said and 
done, they parted ways: The woman drove back home and Namjoon went 
back to the hospital. He used the stairs to avoid being seen in the elevator. 


It was a stressful thing to do, but he was thankful to make it back safe to the 
lab without being seen by anyone. He gathered his things like before and 
opened the door to Seokjin's room. When he found him bleeding. 


His mask was on, and his hands were shaking. 


"Dr. Kim, you returned. What a pleasant surprise." 
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The doctor was horrified by the look on the patient's face as blood was 
dripping down his chin and neck, his eyes were dilated, and he looked like 
he had seen a ghost. 


This made the doctor immediately think that someone had injured him 
again, and he had enough. 


"That's it. You're coming home with me even if I have to fight my way out 
of here with you." He grabbed a handkerchief he had inside of his suitcase 
and wiped the blood that was on the man's face. 


The man was paralyzed. He didn't move or say anything, he just kept 
breathing strangely. 


Namjoon suspected it was an anxiety attack, or that he was in pain from the 
possible injuries he had due to the amount of blood dripping down his neck, 
down to his hands. 


He looked down and saw that the pint of blood was empty. Namjoon felt 
confused and wanted to ask questions, but the adrenaline rush he felt going 
through his body wasn't letting him. Before he knew it, the doctor was 
helping one of the most dangerous patients in the hospital escape the hell he 
was in. 


"Stop... Don't do this. It's a mistake." Seokjin stood out of his room for the 
first time in years, feeling odd and unsafe. 


The doctor smiled, showing little concern. "The only mistake I've made is 
leaving you in here for so long. It's a mistake everyone made. You're a 
human being, not a monster-" 


"You don't know me! You don't know that, Dr. Kim..." The man settled 
down, taking everything in. 


"You're right, I don't know you. I don't know who you are, but I know that 
you don't belong here." He held Seokjin's shoulders like he does to any of 
his regular patients, just to comfort him. 


"You're my patient. Let me heal you by taking you out of this pain and 
misery you live in. Can you trust me?" The man was hesitant at first. 


So hesitant, Namjoon was sure he would lock himself in that dark room 
again and refuse his help, maybe even hate him. 


They heard an echo coming from outside. Namjoon quietly pressed his ear 
against the door, the man did the same. 


"You should have seen the look on his face! He looked so beaten up, I didn't 
know rather to laugh or congratulate him for getting that ass wooping. I 
can't wait for him to see XJ10, that thing will kill him for sure." A shiver 
went down Namjoon's spine. 


Seokjin closed his eyes. 


The door of the lab slammed shut, signalling that everyone left. It was very 
late at night so Namjoon knew he had to leave soon, but he didn't plan on 
leaving without Seokjin. 


"Dr. Kim, go home. You heard them already. If you encounter one of those 
things, they'll kill you. Just leave while you still can..." The man retreated 
back to his room, but Namjoon refused to let him go. 


"Patient Kim, you're coming home with me!" 
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~12:00 A.M.~ 


The doctor threw his lab coat around the patient's shoulders and did his best 
to analyze all of the exits, he needed to find the closest one possible to leave 
without getting caught by anyone... Or any "Thing' in the hospital. 


"Don't look up, try hiding yourself with my brown coat." He took his coat 
off and wrapped it around Seokjin's body. The man cooperated with him the 
best he could, however, later on he returned the coat back to the doctor 
because it was freezing in the parking lot. 


Everything was so odd to the man, he just couldn't stop inhaling through the 
little bit of air that was flowing from the heavy mask that was still attached 
to his mouth. 


"Dr. Kim, you'll catch a cold and I can't allow that." 


"At least leave this coat on, I'll stay with my lab coat. Deal?" The man 
agreed. 


They ran towards the car. Namjoon unlocked the doors and got inside. 
Seokjin removed Namjoon's coat and realized there was blood on both, his 
brown coat and his lab coat. 


"T ruined them. I'm sorry." Seokjin sighed, sadly. 

"You worry too much. This will come out when I wash it, so don't be sorry." 
The man nodded, looking into Namjoon's eyes. Namjoon's smile captivated 
him. 

"Alright, let's get you out of here." 


NNSs 


Both men felt insecure and unsafe, looking behind them ever so often to see 
if anyone was following behind them. 


"Thank God, I thought they would find us back in the hospital. Are you 
okay?" He asked, realizing the man kept staring at him without even 
breathing. 


"Why did you do it? You... Could have just left. I'll only trouble you." 


Namjoon kept driving for a while before answering, just to keep his focus 
on the highway. 


"You won't trouble me. On the contrary, I like your company very much. I 
did this because I wanted to save you." 


Seokjin blinked frequently, then slowly shut his eyes. 
"Thank you." He thanked Namjoon before he drifted off into a deep sleep. 


"No. Thank you, Seokjin." Namjoon looked to his right and saw the man 
was Sleeping, so he placed his coat around him and turned the heater on to 
keep himself and the man warm. 


He knew that what he did was wrong and even illegal, but what they did to 
Seokjin was worse. At least he had no intention on hurting the man, he just 
wanted to keep him safe and as far away from that hospital as he possibly 
could. 


~2:00 A.M.~ 


The ride back home was longer than usual, mostly because it had started to 
rain with thunder, so the traffic delayed Namjoon from arriving to his 
apartment earlier but once the storm ceased, he pulled up in his driveway 
and thought of a way to wake up the man next to him without alarming him. 


The last thing he wanted to do was make Seokjin think he was being held 
hostage in his house, after all. 


He gently pat on the man's shoulder until he heard his peaceful breathing as 
his eyes fluttered open. 


"We're home, Seokjin." 
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Namjoon took his keys out and unlocked the first door to his apartment, 
then let Seokjin enter first. 


He looked around the apartment for a while. 


"You're a very clean man. You have a beautiful house, Dr. Kim." Namjoon 
thanked him while sitting down. 


Seokjin took his coat off, calmly sitting down next to the man. He felt odd. 


"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have sat down. I'm... not the cleanest at the moment." 
He got up, looking down at himself in shame. 


"Nonsense, you can sit down. However, if you'd feel more comfortable 
cleaned, you can use my shower to freshen up. How does that sound?" 
Namjoon spoke. 


The man thought about it for a while. His eyes were targeted on Namjoon 
since he didn't feel comfortable looking anywhere else. He felt insecure and 
anxious, but he thought that the best thing to do in this case was to agree 
with the doctor and use his shower. 


"Alright, let me show you where it is and later on I'll bring you a towel. 
Follow me." Namjoon got up, leading the man towards his bathroom. 


He showed him how it turns on and how to switch it back off, how to adjust 
the pressure of the shower head, and how to lock the door. 


Namjoon thought that a walk-in shower was a better option than a regular 
tub, he thought it was more sanitary and private. His bathroom was 
spacious and clean, the lights were yellow and the interior design was 
beautiful. Seokjin's eyes widened. 


"Wow." He whispered underneath his breath, silent enough for the other to 
not notice it. 


"And here you go, here are some fresh and warm towels. Once you come 
out of the shower, you can go change your clothes in my room. I'll be in the 
living room. Call me if you need anything." Namjoon was about to leave 
when the man called out his name. 


"Dr. Kim." 
"Yes?" He turned back and furrowed his eyebrows. 


"Thank you." A smile appeared on Namjoon's face as he nodded while 
walking away, leaving the man on his own. 


Seokjin was slightly intimidated by the beauty of the bathroom, so he tried 
his best not to ruin anything. He treated everything he touched with care, 
especially the shower. 


The water descended from his body, staining the shower with blood that 
was previously smeared all over his face and neck but the doctor never 
noticed anything because Seokjin was always wearing the mask. 


The man was always curious to what Seokjin looked like without the mask, 
and he knew that this could be the only chance he would get in seeing him 
with it off and not by asking him, but he couldn't just sneak up on the man 
while showering. 


That would be very inappropriate and Seokjin could feel frightened and 
uncomfortable and that's exactly what Namjoon was trying to avoid, so he 
kept his curiosity hidden in the back of his head. 


To distract himself he played some music to calm down and change the 
mood in the atmosphere. Apparently the music was pretty loud because 
when he turned his head while slightly tapping his foot, he saw the man was 
standing next to him moving along to the rhythm. 


Namjoon smiled, surprised. The man had his mask on again, unfortunately, 
so he lost the chance to see his face once more. But he wasn't disappointed; 
he figured if the man felt comfortable, that he should just let him be. 


"TI picked out a few choices of clothes for you to wear, you can always take 
anything you want from my closet or dresser of course. I left them in my 
room, they're upstairs." The man gladly spun around, heading upstairs. 


Namjoon couldn't help but stare back at Seokjin as he watched his hair 
dripping water with each step he would take. He found everything so 
surreal. 


Did he just break into a hospital and bring home a strange patient everyone 
assumed was dangerous? Yes. Yes, he did. And he didn't care about it all at, 
he was just relieved that he saved him from those people and from the 
loneliness. 


"Dr. Kim here, hello. Everyone, I did it. Somehow I brought him home with 
me, I just couldn't stand to see him there locked up like an animal anymore. 
Kim Seokjin is a human being. An extraordinary human being. He's 
upstairs in my room right now... I know I should be respectful and keep my 
distance in order to not make him feel weird, but I'm really curious as to 
why he always wears that mask since the first day I met him. He's always 
told me that the mask is something he must necessarily wear, but he isn't 
with them anymore, he's with me and if he opens up a little bit... I might just 
get him to take the mask off. I really want to know what he looks like 
without it. Although, seeing him up close, this man is very good looking- 
He's on his way down now, I have to go now. Goodbye." He stopped 
recording and turned his camera off then placed it down as if nothing 
happened. 


"T like your choice in clothing. How do I look, Dr. Kim?" Namjoon turned 
around and nearly fell off of his couch, the man looked mesmerizing. 


He was finally about to see his full face. 


Or so he thought, because as soon as the man took the mask off, he put it 
back on again and stood up. 


"You look hot." 


"T look... What?" 
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Namjoon's POV: 
"You look hot." 


"T look... What?" No. I didn't just say that to a man I barely know, let alone 
a MAN. What went through my head? What's wrong with me? 


NNSs 


I get closer to the man and touch his forehead. 


"You look hot. You must have a fever, wait here, I'm going to check your 
temperature." I leave him alone and head upstairs to my room, expecting 
there to still be the pile of clothes I left earlier while trying to think of what 
the patient's size was and what his taste in fashion could be. 


Instead, what I found was a completely clean room. "Did he do all of this 2" 
I shake the thought out of my head, and find the thermometer. I'm lying to 
Seokjin to cover the fact that he looked good in the clothes by telling him 
he looked "hot" because of a fever, meanwhile I'm over here feeling my 
own face heating up. 


Focus, Namjoon. Focus! 


"Here, here." I shakily blurt out while placing the thermometer underneath 
the patient's arm. Of course, I disinfected it before using it on him. I'm 
somewhat of a messy and clean freak at the same time. 


The man couldn't help but look at me as if I was crazy, and he wasn't 
wrong. I was. 


"Am I still hot?" I dropped the thermometer on the floor, hearing the man's 
voice. 


"No. No fever, thankfully. I'm sorry, I guess I thought wrong. You look 
great, by the way." I retreat back to my room, ruffling my hair as my 
breathing slowed down. My heart was beating fast and my face was still 
burning up. My pressure probably went up from using so much WiFi. That's 
it. 


I found the man standing in the same position he was in before. 


"He's so shy to even move a muscle. It's sad and sweet at the same time 
seeing him so vulnerable and serious." I walked towards him and sit down 
on the couch, signalling him to sit down next to me. 


He obeyed, sitting down. He has a very elegant posture. 


"Dr. Kim, did I anger you by wearing your clothes?" I widened my eyes at 
the man, offended by the question. 


"Why would I be angry?" I asked him, staring at his silky hair. He was still 
dripping water from the shower. 


"You seemed very alerted when you saw me I assume it's from me wearing 
this, am I wrong?" 


"You are wrong." I say. The man kept staring into my eyes. "I just thought 
you had a fever, that's all. But you look... Amazing." I grin. I hope he 
doesn't think I'm some creep like Bohwa. It's not my fault my own clothes 
looks better on someone else. 


Then again, Seokjin isn't 'Someone else’ he's someone special. To me he is, 
at least. 
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Later that night, Namjoon decided to leave his room for Seokjin to sleep 
comfortable in but he felt guilty of making the man sleep in the living room 
while he slept in his bed. He thought it was unfair to leave him sleeping in a 
couch while he slept on his bed, so Namjoon came up with the idea of 
bringing an old air mattress he had that Yoongi used to use the first week he 
used to stay with him. So after that, both men agreed on sleeping in the 
Same room and were relaxed. 


It started to rain really hard again, and the thunder woke him up. He felt a 
hand reach out and touch his arm. 


"Come here, don't sleep on the floor. It's dangerous to be so close to the 
windows when it's raining with thunder outside." Seokjin brought the 
doctor close to him and they watched as the rain gradually increased by the 
minute. 


One thunder bolt was so loud, it made the man flinch and get closer to 
Namjoon. Namjoon stared at him, wrapping his arm around his shoulder to 


bring his body towards his own. 


The man's eyes shined brightly, the doctor could almost see the moonlight 
inside of his pupils. 


Even though the night was cold and stormy, he felt so warm. The man lifted 
his head up, getting closer to Namjoon's chest. He felt his heartbeat echo 
into the man's ears. 


"Dr. Kim?" He closed his eyes and leaned in. 


"Don't speak." His hands intertwined with Seokjin's and then he felt 
something lift him out of the bed. 


"Don't see. Don't see me." 


"Seokjin? Seokjin!" Seokjin disappeared into the dark and Namjoon 
couldn't see anything 
from there on. 


NNSs 


"Huh?" Namjoon jerked up and found himself in his bed. It was morning 
and the whole thing had just been a dream. 


He rushed downstairs when he didn't find Seokjin anywhere, then the smell 
of food flowed through his nostrils and filled up his lungs. When he 
followed the smell, it lead him to Seokjin. He found him cooking breakfast. 


"Good morning, Dr. Kim. Did you sleep well last night?" The man asked. 
"Last night. Seokjin, did it rain last night?" The man shook his head. 


"No, sir. It didn't. The night was actually pretty quiet and peaceful." 
Namjoon sighed, nodding at the man. 


"What are you making?" He asked, staring at the frying pan. 


"Just making you something to eat so you won't be late for work, of 
course." Work was the last thing Namjoon wanted to worry about. He 
wanted to stay home with Seokjin. And what would happen if he would 
leave Seokjin home alone while he's at work? 


"Thank you, but you didn't have to do all of this for me. I rarely eat 
breakfast sometimes." He giggled. 


"My mother always used to say that breakfast is the most important meal of 
the day and that you should never skip it." The man placed down a plate of 
eggs with ham, orange juice, and sausages on the side. Namjoon's stomach 
was rumbling just by the delicious smells the food distributed from the 
smoke swirling out of it. 


"This tastes incredible. Ever thought of becoming a chef? You would 
definitely be cut out for the job." The doctor wiped his mouth while 
finishing every last bite of food the man cooked for him. 


How thoughtful of him, Namjoon thought. 


"Did you sleep on the air mattress last night, Seokjin?" The man reacted to 
his name. 


"No. I actually got up pretty early so I left you to sleep in your bed to 
prepare you breakfast." 


Namjoon brought his plate to the sink and began washing it, along with the 
other pile of dishes that were stacked inside. 


"You didn't have to. I told you I was fine with sleeping on the mattress, it's 
comfortable." He looked at the man. 


"T have no problem with sleeping on the mattress, or even on the floor. In 
the end, I barely sleep at night. I haven't slept for years." Namjoon looked at 
the time. 


7:00 A.M. 


He knew he didn't have to go back to the hospital until five PM, so until 
then, he relaxed and spoke the whole day with the shy man. 


Since he didn't have anything else to do throughout the entire day, he 
decided to take the man out to the mall so he could buy him clothes that he 
actually likes. 


"Seokjin, would you like to go to the mall?" Namjoon asks, putting his lab 
coat away. 


Seokjin nodded, silently. Namjoon found his shyness cute. 


"Alright then, let's go." He wrapped his arm around the man's shoulder, and 
the man flinched, ducking down. 


He stared at the doctor, blankly. 


"T just remembered that I had to change out of these clothes." Namjoon 
turned around and went back to his room, leaving the man alone. He didn't 


think much about what the man had just done. Namjoon barely noticed 
when Seokjin was trying to avoid him because he was distracted 
remembering that he had to change his clothes. 


~time skip~ 


They removed their seatbelts and Namjoon sat down to tie his shoe when he 
realized Seokjin was holding up his camera. 


"Dr. Kim, smile." 


The man took the photo from the camera Namjoon uses to record his videos 
in. He handed him the camera. 


"You didn't tell me you were a photographer in disguise." He joked, 
admiring Seokjin's photography skills. 


"Well, you didn't tell me you were a model in disguise. We get to learn 
something new about each other everyday." 


Namjoon's face hurt from smiling at Seokjin. 


"And we'll keep learning, Seokjin. We'll keep learning." 
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There were at least one hundred people all around the mall, scattered in 
different stores and places. The first step they took inside of the mall, no 
one seemed to notice or recognize them. 


Namjoon was relieved. The boys had the whole afternoon to spent trying on 
clothes, so they tried to make the best of their first trip together. 


The first store they went to was the store Yoongi went to last time. 


"There's a lot of clothes here that I often buy to wear at work or to use on a 
regular basis. Try picking something from that rack while I look for 
something here." Namjoon wanted to give Seokjin space, but he also 
wanted to keep an eye on him in case he started to feel anxious or 
uncomfortable. He knows how shy and anxious the man can be in places 
like these. 


The people there showed no interest in the boys, so that was a good sign. 
Everything was going well. 


"Did you find something?" Namjoon asked, holding a stack of clothes on 
his arms. 


"Maybe two or three items. I can see you found a few things." Seokjin 
looked at the clothes on the man's arms. 


"Let's go try them on." Namjoon took him to the dressing room where they 
parted ways. 


Seokjin changed pretty quickly, and came out earlier than Namjoon, so he 
waited for him to come out. 


When he did, he came out wearing a bunch of funny clothes, with shoes 
that were about four sizes bigger than his usual size, along with a huge hat 
with polka dotted clothes. 


Seokjin's immediate reaction was to burst out in a smooth laughter. 


"Hiya, little boy! Ohh, you seem like a sweet child. Would you like a 
lollipop?" He opened his jacket and took out a huge rainbow colored 
lollipop. Seokjin accepted it as the man went back in the dressing room to 
change the ridiculous clothing he had on. 


When he came out, Seokjin still had the lollipop in his hand. 


"Your outfit looks great on you, I like it." The man accepted the compliment 
and went back to the dressing room to change his clothes. 


"Namjoon?" Yoongi popped up behind Namjoon, startling the younger. 


"Yoongi! How's it going?" Namjoon gave him a bro hug while readjusting 
the amount of clothes he had on his arms. 


"Life is going great, I'm still working hard and all, but I can't complain. I 
love my job." He showed off his gummy smile as Namjoon continuously 
nodded, looking behind his back every chance he could get. 


Yoongi noticed it. 
"Umm, you good?" 


"Huh?" Namjoon snapped out of his trance, answering the man in front of 
him. 


"Is everything alright with you? You're acting very jumpy." He raised his 
eyebrows. 


"Everything is uh-good." He saw Seokjin was coming out of the dressing 
room, so he left. 


"Oops, you know what? I actually left my phone behind in the dressing 
room." He lied the best he could, acting as if nothing was going on. 


Yoongi gave him a suspicious look. 


"I'm heading there now to try this on. Let's go back." 


The man could feel beads of sweat forming around his forehead as he ran 
out of options on what to say to Yoongi to distract him from entering the 
dressing room and seeing Seokjin. 


"Which room?" He hummed in response to Yoongi's question, getting a bad 
feeling in the bottom of his stomach. 


"It's-" He quickly ran inside of the room Seokjin was previously in. All of 
the rooms were empty and Seokjin was gone. 


"Found it. I have to go now, I'll see you around, buddy! Take care!" He ran 
out of the dressing room and paced around the store trying to find Seokjin. 


"What if something bad happened?" His thoughts were killing him. 
He looked in every part of the store, but the man was no where to be found. 


"This can't be happening. This has to be another nightmare." Just when he 
was about to exit the store, he found the man far away in an electric 
escalator in the same store. He quickly scrambled to his feet until he was 
met up with him again. 


"Who was that, Dr. Kim?" The man asked with a sassy attitude. 


"Yoongi. That was Yoongi. Thank God I found you, I was about to run out 
of the store and go crazy thinking that something bad happened to you." 
The doctor held his chest, catching every last breath he lost, attempting to 
find the man in the store. 


"But something bad did happen." He turned his attention back to Seokjin. 


"What? Are you okay? Did you injure yourself? What happened?" They 
reached the top of the stairs and walked to a place where not a lot of people 
were around. 


"Seokjin, what happened?" 


The man crumbled up a shirt he had in his hands, feeling anger rush through 
his body. 


"Yoongi, Namjoon. Yoongi happened." 
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It all made sense to the doctor now: Seokjin most likely saw Yoongi and 
him hug, that's why he misinterpreted things. He was about to clear 
everything up when Seokjin accidentally bumped into a guy about 
Namjoon's age who was in a bad mood. 


"Don't you see me standing here, freak!" The guy pushed Seokjin back, but 
Namjoon cut in between them. 


"Are you his boyfriend or something?" The words made Namjoon's heart 
say one thing, but what came out of his mouth was another. 


"He's my friend. But we'll be on our way, we wouldn't want to waste our 
time in a lowlife like you. Excuse us." He left with Seokjin, but deep down 
inside he still felt the urge to punch that guy in the face for making the poor 
man feel that way. 


He wrapped his arm around Seokjin's shoulder again, pulling him closely. 


"Don't pay attention to that guy, his brain is probably the size of a pebble." 
He paid for his and Seokjin's clothes and they left. 


NS 


When they were walking outside of the mall, the man's mask kept gaining 
attention from strangers. Some good and some bad. 


"Can you breathe with that on?" 
"What's wrong with him... Is he sick?" 


"Are you his body guard?" He also heard people laughing behind his back, 
and a few children were frightened by the mask. 


He felt like a monster. 


Namjoon was the only person keeping him from running away. 

They made it back to the car, put their bags in the back seats, and drove off. 
Namjoon saw just how upset the man was. 

He could feel the sadness through his eyes. 


"You're probably angry right now. Those people are all ignorant, Seokjin." 
He calmly said, staring at him. 


"Those people are right. I'm a monster. A danger hazard to you." Seokjin's 
voice was lowered, as well as his head which was pressed against the 
window to avoid the eye contact with the doctor. 


"That's when you're wrong, you aren't a danger hazard to me. To me you're 
a completely normal, sweet, and handsome man. And you're my friend, 
you'd never be a danger to me." He heard the man sniffle. 

"So is he." The doctor looked at him, confused. 


"He?" 


"Yoongi. He's your friend too, your real and actually normal looking friend. 
I'm nothing more than a mere patient to you. I'm nothing." The sound of 
Namjoon's heart shattering could be heard from a mile away. 

He couldn't believe the words coming from the man's mouth. 


"You're something, Seokjin." The man was getting stressed. 


"What am I to you?" The question was so sudden that Namjoon didn't know 
what to properly answer without ruining anything else. 


The man kept quiet and sank in his seat. The ride was long, bumpy, and 
intense, but things only got worse when Namjoon arrived home. 


Seokjin got out of the car and closed the car door without saying a word. 


They get inside of the apartment. Namjoon knew he messed up, but he 
didn't know what to do to make things better. The tension in the apartment 
could be cut with a knife. 


"What am I?" The man finally removed his mask, exposing his mouth. His 
lips were very plump, reddened, and swollen from the heat of the mask. 
Namjoon was so distracted by the man that he couldn't reply to him and left 
him hanging again. 


Seokjin angrily turned around but the man held his arm before he could go 
anywhere else. 


"Perfect. You're perfect, Seokjin." He held him in his arms and their eyes 
met. Seokjin kept his lips sealed, unable to move. Namjoon thought that by 
complimenting the man he would feel better about himself, so kept going. 


"So perfect. So handsome." He couldn't help but caress his face just the way 
he did in his dream. 


Seokjin leaned in, no longer able to resist the handsome man in front of 
him. He was too tempted by the way Namjoon was caressing his face. 


Their lips were the last things to smoothly caress against each other. 
Namjoon realized he was kissing a man, and kissing his own patient, but he 
couldn't stop. Seokjin was irresistible. 


His heart was beating out of his chest, a rush of blood flowed through his 
head and cheeks, and his body craved more. 


The man tasted like blood, but Namjoon only assumed he had bitten his 
tongue or something, until he felt something sharp and pointy poke his 
bottom lip when he pulled away from Seokjin's lips. 


Seokjin was so caught up in the moment, his mouth was hanging open 
exposing his teeth. 


"Seokjin... You're a vampire?" He nearly screamed. The man approached 
him, cleaning the blood away from Namjoon's lips. 


"Dr. Kim, don't fear me." 
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The doctor gripped his own hair tightly, staring into Seokjin's eyes. 
Everything started to make sense now to the young man. The pale skin, the 
dark black hair, the dilated pupils, and now the crimson red blood dripping 
down from his abnormally long fangs. There was no doubt about it: Kim 
Seokjin was a vampire. 


Namjoon didn't feel safe anymore, so he backed away from the man. The 
man followed him, not caring rather the doctor feared his presence or not. 
The doctor ended up falling behind a couch. 


The man attempted to catch him, but the spacing between them and the 
crowded living room was so little that the man fell on top of the doctor, 
breathing heavily as he looked into his eyes. 


"T don't mean no harm. If I wished to hurt you, I would have done it the day 
we met. Now that you know who I am, I'm going to ask you this one last 
time and your answer will affect rather I stay here or leave far away, so 
please think things through." Namjoon nodded. 


"What am I to you, Dr. Kim?" The same question had a different meaning 
to Namjoon now, yet his heart still had the same feeling. A feeling he 
couldn't hide no matter how afraid he felt. 


After a while of staring at the man's exposed face, he realized that he fell in 
love with him deeper than before, and that his feelings were true. 


"You're mine." He reconnected their lips together, tasting blood in every 
movement their tongues made as they danced with each other. Seokjin felt 
relived, he felt happy, and he also felt... A pair of hands? 


The man realized that Namjoon had taken over his waist and was holding 
him still in his lap. 


"Your hands are so warm." The man smiled, leaning closer to Namjoon's 
chest. 


Namjoon wasn't afraid of Seokjin being a vampire, or of his past, what he 
feared was waking up. He thought this was just another one of his dreams. 
He's had so many lucid dreams with the man, he doesn't know what's real or 
what's fake anymore. 


"You have such a small figure, Seokjin." He said, looking up at the man on 
top of him. 


"And you feel so cold." Namjoon slowly slid his hands underneath 
Seokjin's shirt and was now holding onto his bare waist, feeling his cold 
skin. 


Seokjin didn't say anything, he just stared at Namjoon's chest. He rested his 
head on top of him. 


"Are you afraid?" He asked, hugging the doctor's back. 
"No." 


"Then why is your heart beating so fast? I can feel it pounding on my ear." 
Seokjin pulled away from the man's chest and looked at him. 


Namjoon had a smile plastered on his face. A smile that was complimented 
by a short laughter. 


"Remember when I asked you why you were smiling?" The man nodded. 


"And the time when I held the stethoscope to your chest? Well... That was 
my favorite part of seeing you. Hearing the way your heart beating, feeling 
your pulse, it always made me feel a connection with you. A strong 
connection." The doctor's words made a faded tint of red appear on 
Seokjin's cheeks. 


"And what do you feel right now?" He asked, still holding onto the doctor, 
not looking up. 


"T feel like I'm falling for you." 


The man's hands were cold, but warmed up to the touch of Namjoon's body. 
They couldn't help but stare at each other. 


Seokjin's lips were like a drug that Namjoon was addicted to, since he just 
couldn't detach himself from them. His entire body felt so different from a 
regular human being: It was much lighter, colder, and his skin felt so 
smooth, he kept on stroking his face, gently. 


Seokjin didn't act like a regular human being either, he acted more 
submissive and sensitive, almost like a pet. But he was also cold, dark, and 
a little bit sinister. Namjoon was amazed by him. 


Just as they were mercilessly kissing themselves to the point of becoming 
breathless, a knock on the door interrupted them. Namjoon had to catch his 
breath before answering the door. 


Seokjin told the doctor he was going to hide somewhere to remain a secret, 
so the doctor told him to head upstairs to his bedroom. But he didn't let the 
man go before pecking his lips one more time. 


"Save your sins for later, Dr. Kim." The man winked, causing a massive 
amount of sparks to set off in Namjoon's stomach and heart. This doctor 
was sincerely whipped for his own patient, who knew, right? 


As he fixed his hair up while answering the door, Yoongi's appearance 
made him sigh. He was praying that his parents wouldn't show up since he 
wasn't prepared to receive them with such a state he was in. 


He knew Yoongi and since they've lived together for so long, he didn't have 
to explain why his hair was all ruffled up. 


"Wow, you look as if a chicken nested on your hair." He spoke loudly, while 
entering the house with no warning. Something Yoongi always does. 


Namjoon tried to glance upstairs to where the man told him he would be 
located at, but unfortunately, he didn't have time to do so when he was 


already sitting down with Yoongi. 
"What brings you here?" He asked, clearing his throat trying to act serious. 


"I got bored at home. You know I always like hanging out with you when 
I'm bored and alone." Yoongi giggled, softly. 


Namjoon nodded, smiling. 
"Yeah, that's true." 


"What happened to your lip? Did you bite it?" Yoongi asked, looking at the 
blood dripping down from the man's lips. 


Namjoon wiped the blood off with a paper towel, denying that he had bitten 
himself. 


"This is what happens when you try brushing your teeth too hard, 
Namjoon." 


"No, it's not blood. It's actually food dye. I was trying to cook and needed to 
use red food dye, I wanted to know what it tasted like and these are the 
results! The damn thing won't even come off." He laughed, rubbing his lips 
harder against the napkin. 


"Okay then." 
They continued talking. 


"You must get bored here all the time. I mean, just look at you! You need to 
get out More, Meet someone, just do something fun in your life, Joon." 
Yoongi whined. 


"I'm a simple man, sorry." Namjoon joked. The older guy grabbed his hand 
and stood up from the couch. 


"Well, I don't have anything to do, and I assume you don't either, so then 
let's go to a club. 
We can have more fun listening to music and drinking there than just 


staying here and doing nothing." Yoongi's offer sounded tempting, but the 
man held onto his will and denied he wanted to leave his house. 


The older rolled his eyes at him, crossing his arms. 


"Namjoon, come on. You're always so hard working. You deserve to have at 
least one drink. I won't take no for an answer, now let's go." Yoongi held 
Namjoon's hand, another habit of his. 


Namjoon could hear a faint growl echo from upstairs. 


"Seokjin..." 
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Yoongi started to dance when he entered the club, Namjoon went along and 
did the same, 
but his mind was clouded with thoughts of the man he left at home. 


"What if he needs something? What if he injures himself and I'm not there?" 
Namjoon snapped out of his thoughts when Yoongi placed a drink in front 
of him. 


"Yoongi, you know that I'm not a heavy drinker." 


"Relax. It's just coconut water." His friend handed him the drink while they 
took a seat on 
a leather couch surrounded by a lot of faces. 


"Hey ladies, he's a doctor and he's single..." Yoongi bumped the younger 
man's shoulder. 


"Stop." Namjoon turned around, not wanting to pay attention to anyone. All 
he wanted to do was go home. It was already eight o' clock and he didn't 
know what Seokjin was doing, 

how he was feeling, or what he was thinking. 


He felt guilty just leaving without a reason why, let alone, leaving the poor 
man by himself in that apartment. 


What Namjoon didn't know was that Seokjin knew he had left with Yoongi, 
and that his jealousy was through the roof. 


~timeskip~ 


As soon as the music started to bother the young man, he let Yoongi know 
about it and he took him back home. 


Yoongi originally brought Namjoon to the club driving, but due to the 
amount of alcohol he had consumed, he couldn't drive so Namjoon took the 
car instead and drove him to his own apartment first to get his car, then 
drove Yoongi home in his car. 


"I know you're bringing me home in your car, but what about-" He paused 
to burp. "My car?" Yoongi frowned. 


"Call me tomorrow so I can pick you up, then you can come collect your 
car. There is no way that I was going to let you drive in this condition." 
Namjoon pulled up in his friend's driveway and even took him into his 
house to make sure he made it up the stairs safely. 


He left after five minutes, then got home about one hour and a half later. 


"Hmm, all of the lights are off. That's strange: I could have sworn I had left 
them on earlier. 
Weird." 


Namjoon got down from his car. The night was windy, but the weather felt 
fine. He could sleep outside and he wouldn't care. The air was slow, and 


softly caressed his face. 


"I'm sorry for the long wait. Was I gone for too long?" The man happily 
said while taking his shoes and jacket off. 


No response. 


He turned the lights of the living room on and no one was there, so he 
checked in the bathroom to see if the man was there. And he wasn't. 


"I'm here now." Namjoon spoke up, hoping the man would get the message 
and appear out of no where just like he used to in the hospital, but there was 
nothing but a silence. 


A deadly silence. 


"Seokjin? Are you up there?" The man shouted a little louder, but not too 
loud. 


Feeling uneasy, the man decided to head upstairs to find out if Seokjin was 
in the last two places he could think of: his bedroom, and the laundry room. 


He checked the laundry room first with low expectations of the man being 
there. And he was right, he wasn't there at all. 


The last place he checked was his bedroom. He opened the door a little 
faster than usual, feeling angst fill up within him. 


As Namjoon turned the lights on, he found his room was the same way as 
before, empty. And there was one last place to check... His closet. 


"There you are. What are you doing in there, huh?" Namjoon grabbed the 
man's hand and felt when Seokjin gripped onto him and scratched his arm 
while pulling his arm away. 


"Don't touch me." 
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Hearing that from the man made Namjoon think he was back to square one 
again. The man was back to being silent, kept to himself, and seemed 
bothered for some reason. 


Namjoon tried retracing his steps and remembering what could have made 
him get the sudden mood swing, but nothing was coming to his mind at the 
moment. He had no idea why Seokjin was so different. 


"Why are you acting like this again? Is this because I left you alone? Or is 
this because of something else... Or someone else." After refreshing his 
memory, Yoongi came to Namjoon's mind. 


He clearly saw when Yoongi held onto his hands. That had to have been 
what made Seokjin get so distant with him. 


"It's because of Yoongi, isn't it?" Seokjin ignored the doctor and walked 
away. 


He went downstairs and left the house. Namjoon followed behind him, 
there was no way he could let him go. 


The night was getting colder, darker, and scarier. It looked creepy. 


"Seokjin, where are you going? Can you listen to me?" The man shouted, 
but Seokjin ignored him and stayed in his lane. 


He carelessly crossed the street without turning the other cheek to check for 
any cars. Namjoon watched his tall shadow hunch, his feet were now 
stomping. 


"Seokjin..." Namjoon groaned. He ran behind him. The man stopped 
running and clenched his fists. 


It was as if he was a mute. He wasn't saying a single word, but Namjoon 
understood body talk very well and he knew what the man felt. 


Jealousy. 
"Stop following me." 


"What the hell is wrong with you? Just tell me!" Namjoon tried remaining 
calm, but the stress was killing him. 


"You have a lover. I was just another experiment for you, just like I am to 
any other doctor. Wasn't I?" This hurt Namjoon more than anything he's 


ever come across. 


"You don't love me. Who would? I'm a demon. Demons of the dark should 
never see the light." He walked away, leaving Namjoon shaking. 


Something clicked in him while he watched the man walk away: Anger. He 
clenched his jaw, running after him. 


"After all that I've been through with him..." His blood was boiling. 
"Every risk I took in getting him." Heart racing. 
"Risking my job, my life..." Palms sweating. 


"You won't leave my side. I won't allow it." He ran into the street and 
tackled the man to the ground. 


"Foolish of me to think I could find love. Especially from someone as 
handsome as you." 


He held Seokjin down, while the man just kept talking normally. 
"Shut up." 


"Love shouldn't exist in my life. Not in my past life, not in this life, and not 
in the afterlife." Namjoon had it. 


"Shut the fuck up! Do you know what I would give to just keep you safe 
every single night? Do you know about all the sleepless nights I went 
through having nightmares because of you? You don't know. You don't 
know but you're about to." Namjoon used all of the strength he could to 
carry the man back to his house. The man lay limp in his arms, feeling 
powerless and slowly becoming submissive. 


They got home and Namjoon put Seokjin down once they were inside of the 
apartment. 


He grabbed his hands the same way Yoongi did to him and dragged him to 
his bedroom. 


"After everything you put me through, everything I risked for you to be 
safe... You still doubt my love for you? For a vampire, you're very foolish in 
not knowing that, Kim Seokjin." Hearing Namjoon pronounce his full 
name, Seokjin hid his hands with his sleeves slightly intimidated. 


"Oh? Is that how it's going to be now? Then show me how much you care." 
Seokjin threw his shade back at the man in front of him who was beyond 
pissed off. 


"Not now. I feel too angered at the moment to even look at you. Please, 
obey me and go to bed. I'm going to take a shower to try calming down." 
The doctor walked to his bathroom but the disobedient vampire didn't obey 
him. Instead he pressed his head against the door to keep on listening to 
Namjoon. 


He heard when his belt came off, then heard a loud groan. To not make 
things worse, Seokjin just went to the living room and lay down on the 
couch. His nails were clawing the couch slightly. His face was so near the 
couch cushions, he could smell a familiar cologne. 


"Namjoon." He looked beside him and found the man's lab coat was on top 
of the couch cushion. He held it close to him and covered his body with it. 


"Forgive me, my love." 
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Seokjin woke up to Namjoon's voice. He sounded less frustrated than 
before, so he was happy about that. 


"Seokjin, wake up.” Seokjin slowly opened his eyes, getting up from the 
couch. He saw that he had fallen asleep with the doctor's lab coat wrapped 
around his body. 


Since the man was unsure if the doctor was still angry or not, he didn't say 
anything and got up as he was told. 


When they quietly walked out of the darkness of the living room and into 
the light of the kitchen, Namjoon noticed how puffy the man's eyes had 
become and how reddend they still were as if he had been crying. 


"Were you crying?" Seokjin didn't deny the fact that he was. What made 
him cry wasn't the fact that the man scolded him, but because he failed him. 


"Why?" Namjoon's tone was changing, he sounded less angrier and more 
worried. 


"No reason. Just remind me to never anger you again, sir." He quietly 
headed upstairs, Namjoon following behind him. 


The atmosphere felt worse than before: Namjoon was confused, the house 
was cold, and Seokjin felt worse when the man told him to sleep in his bed 
like last night. 


With everything he said he's been through because of him, Seokjin couldn't 
even bare to look at the doctor. He said it was fine and that he would sleep 
on the couch, on the air mattress, or even on the floor if he had to, but the 
doctor said no to every option the man gave him, only accepting him to 
sleep on his comfy bed. 


Seokjin was left with one option. He wrapped his hands around the doctor's 
neck and whispered something that sent chills all over Namjoon's body, 
"Sleep with me then." Namjoon swallowed deep. 


"No. I think that you need your own space. Goodnight, Seokjin." But just 
before he took one step away from the man, he felt his arms were wrapped 
around his back. 


"I don't take no for an answer, my sweet doctor." Namjoon nodded and 
allowed the man to lay down next to him, but as he was lying down, he 
turned over and pinned his arms above his head. 


"In that case, then you definitely won't say no to anything I ask you. Now, 
did Yoongi make you feel jealous?" Seokjin's plan backfired and he had no 
choice but to answer the man with honesty. 


"Yes. He did." Namjoon furrowed his eyebrows, nodding. 


"Ahh, so that's why you were so angry and made me chase you down the 
street, huh?" 


",,.Dr. Kim, may we please continue this conversation tomorrow morning? 
You need to rest." Seokjin stared into Namjoon's eyes. 


"Who said we're getting sleep tonight? As punishment you're staying up all 
night with me." Seokjin agreed on staying up. 


"That's an easy punishment, don't you think?" But that's when he jinxed 
everything. 


"You must also sleep naked." 


"Shit..." 


The man got up and left the room. 


"T got him! That'll teach him a valuable lesson. He'll be back in no time, 
saying he's sorry or something. He actually sounds attractive when he 
swears." 


Namjoon was too busy laughing on the inside, he didn't notice when 
Seokjin returned and slid underneath the bedsheets again. 


He couldn't believe it, the man was actually naked. 
"Don't you dare lay a hand on me." Seokjin spoke. 


Namjoon was in shock. He knew that this was a good time to tell the man 
that he was joking, but he couldn't even speak at that moment. 


His patient was lying on his bed without clothes on. 
"You're not wearing any clothes?" 


"It's what you ordered, is it not? Now get rest." The man turned over, 
uncomfortably. 


Namjoon felt bad, he didn't know the man would take him so serious. Then 
again, he did have to run after him for a long time and nearly got run over 
by a car trying to reach him, so he thought this was only fair. 


He didn't know rather to laugh or blush madly. This felt so strange. There 
was a man in his bed following his orders. Namjoon knew then just how 
obedient Seokjin could be. 


"Seokjin, I was just kidding. Please put your clothes back on." By the time 
Namjoon said anything, the man was already asleep. 


"What did I do? What am I going to do now? He's going to catch a cold 
that way, I have to do something." He slowly turned the man's body towards 
him and took the covers off of him. 


The man was fast asleep not even noticing when Namjoon was putting his 
underwear back on. 


His hands were slightly shaking. This was by far the strangest thing 
Namjoon has ever done in his life. 


"Namjoon." Namjoon was alarmed by the sound of his name coming out of 
the man's mouth. Had he woken him up? 


It turned out that the man was just dreaming with him. As he continued to 
slowly put his clothes back on him, he got a closer listen to his dream. 


"IT didn't mean to. Namjoon, I love you." The doctor's heart melted by 
hearing Seokjin. Even if he was just dreaming, he knew that what he was 
saying was probably true. How could he stay mad at him? There was no 
way Namjoon could hold a grunge against him. 


There was still a red tint spreading across Namjoon's face, so he got up and 
washed his face with cold water in the bathroom sink to refresh himself and 
focus. When he lay back down in bed, he saw that Seokjin kept on turning 
in bed. 


He ignored it and just lay down still. 
~two hours later~ 


Namjoon sniffled in his sleep feeling oddly warm. He knew his bedsheets 
were made out of fur, so he desperately flung them off of his body and still 
felt warm. When he looked down, the man had rolled onto his body and 
was cuddling him. 
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-The next day- 


Namjoon thought that everything had been a bad dream, and that things 
were fine in between him and Seokjin, but they weren't. He woke up to an 
odd noise coming from the bathroom. 


"Seokjin, are you alright?" 
The man wasn't responding to his voice, making the doctor worry. 


Namjoon got up to go find out what the noise was. He found Seokjin 
hunched over the toilet seat. 


His hair was blocking his eyes from seeing properly, he was panting 
roughly, and he was acting aggressive towards him. Namjoon thought the 
man was just angry, but later on learned that what he actually felt was 
hunger. 


And food wasn't what his body desired. 


"Stay here, I'll be back soon." Seokjin reacted worse by hearing that the 
doctor was leaving him. 


"Don't go. I need you." He was trying to act as if nothing was bothering 
him, but Namjoon knew what he needed. Blood. 


"I'm going to help you, but you need to stay here." Seokjin just wasn't 
listening and misunderstood the doctor. 


"You are... Embarrassed by me?" 


"Don't say that, please. I would never think so little of you." Namjoon tried 
his best to help the man and himself remain calm, but both of them knew 


what could happen if another day passes by without the man feasting on the 
one thing he can eat, his situation could put both of them in danger. 


Specifically Namjoon. 
Before things escalated, Namjoon took the man with him. 


"T'll take you with me, but promise me you'll stay in this car until I come 
back." With a reassuring nod from the man, Namjoon started the engine 
then drove to a clinic nearby him. 


Seokjin stayed in the car, trying to avoid being seen by anyone. 


It was a very long wait and his hands were starting to shake as the hunger 
was kicking in his body. 


"How could a man be so kind. How could I be so blind? I don't deserve him. 
No one does. Namjoon is a very patient man. Ah, there he is. What's that in 
his hand?" Seokjin saw the man had a bandaid on his arm, and was carrying 
a white bag. 


"This is the craziest thing I've ever told anyone, but I know this will help 
you feel better. So, here goes nothing, try it." The doctor took out a pint of 
blood from the white bag while driving out of the clinic, fearing someone 
might see them. 


"Am I drinking your blood?" The man asked while tasting the blood. 
Namjoon nods in response. "How is it?" 


"It's sweet. Very sweet. Just like you, Dr. Kim." Although Namjoon thought 
this idea was weird, even crazy, it was worth doing it in the end because he 
saw Seokjin's mood lighten up and how relaxed the man was getting. 


Maybe a little bit too relaxed. 


The car moved slow, the sun came up fast, and their eyes were met when 
they tried to block themselves from the sunlight. 


Namjoon knew how sensitive Seokjin was to seeing the sun and drove into 
a different direction where more trees were. 


The place looked like a forest. A beautiful forest filled with weeping willow 
trees, pine trees, a lot of leaves, rocks, and other various things that caught 
Seokjin's eye. 


"It's beautiful here." Namjoon slightly jumped by hearing his voice, the man 
hadn't spoken ever since he drank his blood. 


"TI guess it is. Do you feel better?" Waiting for a reply, Namjoon was too 
busy paying attention to the road to look at the man. But when he did, 
Seokjin had his head pressed against the window. 


The man seemed enchanted by nature. 


"You enjoy nature, don't you?" Namjoon rolled down the windows to let the 
cool air physically hit them. 


"T love nature." The man replied, breathing in the fresh air; something he 
hadn't done in a very long time. 


Namjoon turned on the radio and one of his favorite songs came on. He 
didn't know if the man had sensitive ears, so he held back on turning the 
volume up. However, the man seemed to enjoy the song as well, and he 
recognized it too. 


The two men began to sing along throughout the whole ride, having a very 
calm drive back home. 


Namjoon wasn't going to lie, the man looked so handsome when the 
sunlight radiated throughout his body. He knew that the man was very 
sensitive to the sun, however, so that's why he took the shortcut into the 
woods to make it back home quicker and have a better conversation with 
him along the way. 


Seokjin got down from the car, and began to have flashbacks of last night... 


"You must get bored here all the time. I mean, just look at you! You need to 
get out more, meet someone, just do something fun in your life, Joon." He 
remembered when Yoongi was talking Namjoon into going out with him to 
an unknown club to meet new people. 


"Namjoon, come on. You're always so hard working. You deserve to have at 
least one drink. I won't take no for an answer, now let's go." When Yoongi 
held Namjoon's hand and dragged him out of the apartment. 


The anger he felt. 

"He took him from me. Why would he do this to me? Was I a joke to him!" 
The way his fists collided with the wall, making a loud noise. 

"What the hell is wrong with you? Just tell me!" 

The questions. 

"Forgive me, my love." 

The guilt. 

Everything was coming back to him now. 


Namjoon was next to him jiggling his keys to unlock the apartment door. 
He went in first, placing his shoes outside as always. 


Seokjin stayed behind him. 


"Why are you standing over there?" Namjoon had no idea of what the man 
was feeling. In fact, with all of the action he experienced this morning 
trying to feed Seokjin, he had completely forgotten about the fight they had 
last night. 


Seokjin became silent, and remained silent. The only thing he did was enter 
the apartment quietly, from there on he was too ashamed to say anything 
else when the heavy feeling in his chest hit him like last night. 


Namjoon was sitting down on the couch in the living room with him, and 
noticed the silence. 


"You haven't said a thing since we got back from the clinic." He looked at 
the man beside him, who just stared back at him. 


"At least ask me something. Just one thing." Hearing that from Namjoon, 
Seokjin turned around. 


"Anything?" Namjoon nodded. 


"Was I your second choice... And was Yoongi always your first love?" The 
vampire whispered, unable to make his voice audible. 
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A\ Possible smut warning ahead! Feel free to skip halfway through if you 
don't like it A 


"Yoongi! ? He thinks I like Yoongi?!" Namjoon couldn't believe the words 
that were coming out of the man's mouth. Yoongi has been his best friend 
for more than five years, he could only think of him as a friend, or even a 
brother, but never a lover. He needed to make it clear to Seokjin that he 
didn't have any feelings for his best friend, other than friendship. That's it. 


"You were my first choice. Yoongi is just my friend, more like a brother to 
me." He stared at the man who thought he was lying. 


"Then why did he mention you going to the club to meet someone? I can't 
be your first choice, there must have been another." By the look on 
Seokjin's face, Namjoon could just see how jealous he was. It made him 
smile. 


"Don't smile to me. Don't lie to me, Dr. Kim... Please." The man sank down 
on the couch. 


"You want the truth? I'll tell you the truth. I've always been so dedicated to 
my job my whole life, that I've never found anyone. I never even thought of 
love. For me, work is more important than love. Work was always my 
number one priority in life, but one day, my love for work changed." The 
man rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah? What changed it?" He stared at Namjoon. 


"A patient I met while working there. He then became my number one 
priority. I risked everything for him, and he showed me the map of my soul 
to the one thing I never believed in." His words were true, the only thing he 
wanted was for Seokjin to believe him. 


"And what did this man do to you in return for you?" Seokjin knew then 
that the man Namjoon was talking about was him. And he was ready to 
know who and what the doctor thought he was, and what he thought about 
him. 


"Love, Seokjin. He taught me love." The tension dropped between the two 
men. They were no longer mad at each other, rather than madly in love with 
each other. 


The man looked at the doctor, he felt different. 
Happier. And so did the doctor. 


"The man also found out what love was thanks to a young doctor he met." 
Seokjin sat up again. 


Namjoon got closer to him. 


"I'm sorry. I knew I should have stayed home with you, it was my fault you 
acted that way." Seokjin shook his head. 


"No. It was mine. I shouldn't have acted that way towards you. I'm nothing, 
I'm no one to say anything. You deserve to go out and meet new people, I'll 
just ruin your life." Seokjin felt like a sharp knife had cut through the thick 
layers of his heart, ruining it. 


"T don't need anyone. I already have you, and that's more than enough for 
me." Namjoon wrapped his hand around Seokjin's waist, automatically 
pulling the man closer towards his body. The man flinched at the slight 
friction between them, but later on got used to it. 


His breathing slowed down while he placed his hands around Namjoon's 
waist, holding onto him. 


"You're shaking. Am I making you feel uncomfortable?" Namjoon lifted his 
arm up, then the man placed it back down. 


He spoke after two minutes passed by. 


"It's been over twenty years since I last felt the warmth of a human body. A 
feeling I always desired more than blood itself. Don't let go just yet, hold 
me as much as you want to." Namjoon then held the man a little tighter, just 
so he would never forget what a tight embrace feels like, and so that he 
could get used to it because he planned on doing this often. 


That's when they realized... 
"T love you." 
They had fallen in love. 


"Kiss me..." 


Namjoon could taste his own blood from Seokjin's lips, a taste he was 
Starting to get used to. 


He got up from the couch to bring a sheet for them to cover themselves 
with, as the night was setting down. Seokjin slowly leaned onto the doctor's 
body like before, surprising him. 


The younger man kissed his forehead in return, then he covered his body 
with the sheet he brought for them earlier. 


They were so distracted with themselves, Namjoon accidentally flicked a 
Switch on trying to grab onto a wall to readjust himself on the couch. The 
lights dimmed down into a very dark red color. 


"I always wondered what that button was for. Just on time..." He smirked. 
Seokjin giggled 
softly. 


The heating system in the apartment increased and only made it harder for 
the two men to feel oxygen enter their lungs with every breathless kiss they 
would give each other. 


The wet sloppy kisses echoed loudly throughout the entire apartment. 
Namjoon carried the man on top of his lap, similar to the actions they did 
yesterday, but this time it had a deeper meaning to it. Now they were sure of 
their feelings for each other, and there was no doubt about it: Kim 
Namjoon, a doctor had fallen in love with his patient. 


Their breathing was intensified by the minute, and they could feel their 
hearts beating against their bodies, the closer they got to each other. 


Despite a loud phone ringing, Namjoon just threw it on the floor and 
ignored the call, not bothering to even check who the mysterious caller was. 
The man and him continued their heated up make-out session, reconnecting 
their lips together. 


Namjoon guided his hands lower than where the man's waist was, making 
the man buckle his hips forward. He laughed, shortly before he looked up at 
the man to get his approval. 


The man granted him access and allowed him to undo his jeans, meanwhile, 
he began to unbutton the doctor's shirt, one button at a time, exposing his 
skin little by little. 


"Dr. Kim... There's... Someone at the door." Seokjin breathlessly spoke in 
between each kiss. 


The doctor didn't want to receive any visitors, especially not now. 


Seokjin removed himself from his lap, earning a frown. He wiped the bit of 
blood that was staining his lips and gave him a kiss on the neck before 
buttoning up the man's shirt and heading upstairs. 


"Wait for me there." Namjoon said in a low tone of voice. The man nodded, 
opening the door to Namjoon's bedroom. 


Namjoon readjusted his hair, breathing out and fixing the couch a little bit. 
After he fixed 

everything up like before, he opened the door revealing his mother who was 
very upset. 


"Kim Namjoon, what is the meaning of this?" She showed him a photo of 
him in the club surrounded by beer, cigarettes, and women. 


"Yoongi posted this on his Facebook page." 
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Namjoon's POV: 


"Those pictures are all fake, mom. Yoongi took them as a joke." I force a 
laugh in hopes of her buying the story. I really hope she does. 


Instead, she gave me a look filled with disappointment. 


"Namjoon, this could be bad for your image as a doctor. I know you're old 
enough to live on your own and manage yourself, son. But don't ruin your 
life by getting drunk and smoking all of the time. Please." 


Great, now my mother thinks that I'm an alcoholic and a smoker. 
Just what I needed. 


"T only drank coconut water that night, nothing else. My friend, though? 
Oh, he drank like there was no tomorrow. In fact, I only went with him to 
make sure he arrived home safely. But I didn't smoke or consume even the 
smallest sip of alcohol that night, mom." 


She believed me after I clarified everything to her, then asked me various 
other questions like how my day was, if I ate, what I was doing before she 
arrived, in which I obviously replied with "showering", or "watching TV." 


Out of no where, I could hear something fall from upstairs. My eyes 
widened, as my mother furrowed her eyebrows. 


"Son, do you have someone over?" She asked. I didn't know what to reply, 
but I had to think of something fast. 


"No. No, that was just a heavy camera that Yoongi got me the day he 
moved out. It was like a goodbye gift, in a way. I should go check on it, I'll 
be back soon. Wait just a minute!" I shout from behind, running up the 
stairs. 


"Don't injure yourself! Walk slower!" | hear my mother should from 
downstairs as I was about to open the door to my room. 


When I entered it, I found out what had really happened. 


"Seokjin?" I rush over to Seokjin's side. He was on the floor, struggling to 
free himself from the bedsheets that were wrapped all over his body, nearly 
mummifying him. 


"How did you do this to yourself?" I was helping him free himself from the 
heavy quilts, but the man pulled back. 


"Don't see me yet. I can handle myself here." He sounds so alarmed. Why 
are his cheeks so red? What was he doing underneath the bedsheets? How 
did he even get tangled up in the first place? 


"Okay, just be careful and don't hurt yourself." I exit the room, closing the 
door behind me. 


"Is it okay?" I jump at the question. 


"The camera? Yeah. It's just the lenses. They're just so big, they fell off and 
then the whole thing just collapsed to the floor. No big deal, I fixed 
everything up." My mom looked at me with such a suspicious facial 
expression, it made me think that she didn't believe me. 


She got a phone call from my dad. 


"What do you mean you don't find it? Honey, it's on the top shelf of the- 
Ugh, I'll be right there." She hung up. 


"Son, I have to go. Your father tried baking while I wasn't home apparently 
and now he can't tell what's flour and what's baking soda." She laughed. I 
laughed along only a second later. I'm still thinking what Seokjin was doing 
with all of those bedsheets on him and why he insisted on me not helping 
him. He's up to something, I can feel it... 


"Alright, then. Bye mom, good luck with dad." She giggled while kissing 
my cheek and giving me a hug goodbye. 


"T will. Take care of yourself, sweetheart." She left, closing the door behind 
her. I locked it and went upstairs as fast as I could with anticipation of 
seeing what Seokjin was doing. 


I slowly open the door, and my jaw dropped. 
"Good evening, Dr. Kim." 


This was going to be a fun night. 
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The morning after, Namjoon woke up to the sound of the heavy rain 
pouring down on his window. He looked beside him and found the man was 
tangled up in the bedsheets, holding him closely. 


Memories of last night filled the air with the mess they left in the room. He 
remembered everything so perfectly. 


~flashback~ 


"Good evening, Dr. Kim." The man was lying down on the bed, exposing 
half of his body, but keeping it covered halfway with the bedsheets. 
Namjoon crawled in bed next to him with the same anticipation he felt 
before. 


Seokjin stared at Namjoon, then cupped his face and brought his body 
closer to his. 


"Remind me again, where were we before we got interrupted?" Namjoon 
felt the man grabbing his hands and getting on top of his lap. 


"I believe you must know where to go from here." He unbuttoned 
Namjoon's shirt again, then placed it on the floor. 


NNSs 


The way his teeth were sharply digging into Namjoon's neck, causing his 
body to tingle. 


NNSs 


Whenever the man would claw Namjoon's back as the other gripped onto 
his waist, marking his pale skin with his teeth. 


NNSs 


The low grunts coming from Seokjin were slowly turning into moans the 
more comfortable he became. 


"Dr. Kim..."" He grabbed Namjoon's neck, applying the slightest pressure to 
it as Namjoon thrusted with a slow yet powerful force. 


Their bodies clashed against each other when their hips shifted together. 
Each lustfilled moan coming out of the vampire's mouth, shot a bolt of 
energy straight into Namjoon's heart, giving him more adrenaline rush in 
his body. 

He coated the man with hickeys, as the other did the same in return. 


Seokjin's lips were parted, his head was pushed back, and his hips kept 
bucking up towards the man he was on top of. 


They untangled themselves from each other to fall on top of the bed. 
Namjoon held the man closely, holding him by the waist while the man 
placed his hand on Namjoon's chest. 

"How do you feel?" Namjoon asked. 

"Loved." The man replied, warming Namjoon's heart. 


~NOW~Y 


Namjoon kissed Seokjin on the head, getting up first in order for the other 
to get up as well. 


Namjoon felt tired from all of the heart throbbing activities he did last 
night, but he was also very happy. 


"What's wrong? You're walking a little bit unbalanced, Seokjin." The young 
man asked when he noticed Seokjin had a slight limp in his walk. 


"It's nothing but a little limp, I'm okay." The man felt a little shy when he 
saw himself naked, standing next to Namjoon. 


Namjoon walked up to him. 


"Hold onto me." He put the man's arms around his neck and carried him 
downstairs to the bathroom. 


Seokjin saw a lot of scratch marks on Namjoon's back from last night. 
Everything felt so new to him, he's never experienced anything like what he 
did last night. But he felt no regrets. On the contrary; he was happy to 
express his true self, without being judged by anyone. 


Namjoon placed him down when they got to the bathroom, then turned on 
the shower. 


"You go ahead first, I'll be back after I make coffee." 


He closed the door and went to the kitchen to make his morning coffee. It 
only took him a few minutes to make, so he thought that the man would be 
fine on his own for a few minutes. He knew that Seokjin had used the 
shower before, so would be fine. 


NNS 


Seokjin turned the shower on, making sure the water was warm when he 
entered. Nothing relaxed him more than to feel the water running down his 
body. Especially after the wild night he had with Namjoon. His bones 
tensed up a few seconds before his skin got used to the heat of the water. In 
no time, he was showering normally. 


Namjoon finished making his coffee a couple of minutes after the man 
entered the shower. He heard the noise of the water pressure spraying the 
walls of the shower, so Seokjin definitely had to have been in the shower by 
now. 


He went back inside of the bathroom, then found the man underneath the 
shower: His hair was covering his face, only exposing his lips while he 
applied shampoo to his hair. 


The younger man made his way inside of the shower without the other even 
noticing it. 


Seokjin still thought he was alone in the shower. His eyes were still shut to 
avoid the shampoo from getting into them. When he turned around and saw 
the tall man standing next to him, he flinched. 


"How long have you been standing there?" He questions the young man 
while scrubbing the conditioner out of his hair. 


"Not too long." Namjoon grabbed his liquid soap. 


Seokjin nods, turning back around. Namjoon watched as the water flowed 
through the man's body. He cupped his hands and splashed a little bit on his 
face. Seokjin's reaction was immediate. 


He splashed the doctor back, earning a laugh from him. 


The shower was so warm, almost a little bit too hot. Seokjin tried to make it 
colder, but he turned it hotter instead. 


He struggled to make it cold again then he felt Namjoon's right hand turn 
the shower 
colder, as he rested his left hand on the man's waist. 


"Better?" Seokjin nodded. 
"Good." 


They turned the shower off an hour later, and grabbed their towels. 
Namjoon flung his towel over himself too fast that he knocked down his 
razors. He got down to pick them up and heard noises from behind him. 
There was still soap on the shower floor, and the man was slipping. 


Namjoon's bathroom always had an extra step in his walk-in shower. 
Seokjin slipped over the extra step and was about to hit his head against the 
granite sink. 


The younger man quickly wrapped him up in his arms again just before he 
fell. 


"Did you hurt yourself? Are you alright?" Seokjin nodded, denying the fact 
that he was injured, but soon, he noticed that he had cut himself with a razor 
blade that had also fallen at the same time. 


"I'm bleeding...2?" 
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The man had cut his hand with a razor blade that was lying on the floor. 
Namjoon placed a bandage around the wound carefully, the man kept 
staring at him with little concern. 


"It's just a little cut, Namjoon." But even though he insisted, the doctor kept 
on wrapping the bandage around his hand until it was secure enough. 


Seokjin dried his hair with a towel as the doctor pondered on his chair. He 
walked up to him, slowly, and sat down next to him. The doctor looked at 
Seokjin, but said nothing. 


He looked down at his phone, then rubbed his face. 
"Is something troubling you, sir?" Seokjin asked. 


The doctor nodded. "My job. I have to go back today, but I don't want to 
leave you here by yourself." Seokjin furrowed his eyebrows. 


"Do you not trust me on my own?" 


"I do. But the last time I left you by yourself, you had a mental breakdown 
and I had to run after you in the darkness. Remember?" The man looked 
down with guilt plastered on his face. 


"T regret causing you so much trouble all of the time. Maybe I should just 
go back." 


"Go back where?" The doctor got up, meeting the other man's eyes. 


"To the hospital. I don't belong here." He grabbed his mask and put it on 
then opened the door. 


The doctor followed him. 


"Stop. I don't want you to leave, that's not what I meant. You don't belong in 
that place. What they did to you was horrible." 


"And what I'm doing to you is worse." The apartment got quiet. 


Namjoon didn't want the man to leave him. Just the thought of him going 
back to that place made Namjoon feel sad and worried. 


"T don't want you to leave me. You don't trouble me at all, Seokjin." Seokjin 
noticed how sad the doctor looked, so he pulled him into an embrace. 


"I won't leave you if you don't want me to. But I will leave when you get 
bored of me, or when I'm more of a burden to you then I already am." The 
doctor embraced him tighter. 


"You could never be a burden to me." 


"T'll be home soon, but here's my number. Please use this phone and call me 
if anything." Seokjin held the phone Namjoon gave him as he watched him 
leave. 


"Namjoon!" He ran after him, holding a bag up to him. 
"What's this?" The doctor asked. 


"Lunch. I made you a sandwich while you were upstairs changing." 
Seokjin's cheeks turned bright red when Namjoon gave him a kiss. 


"Thanks, Seokjinnie." The new nickname stuck to his head. 


"Huh? Seokjinnie? I like that." Seokjin spoke, as Namjoon left the 
apartment. 


"Goodbye... Joonie." 
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Namjoon returned to the hospital and everything was different. Everyone 
was different. 


The people weren't as nice as before, the workers didn't greet him like 
robots, they just passed him by as if he were a ghost, and the patients were 
twice as scared as before. 


"What could have happened the day I left?" The doctor didn't put too much 
attention to it: He didn't come to make friends, especially not monsters like 
them, he came to cure the sick and help them out. 


He saw Yoona and Bohwa walking towards him, but as if magic, they 
passed him by without saying a word. They looked terrified and he noticed 
how they kept on cowering away from him. 


As the hours went by, the doctor couldn't help but to stare at his cellphone. 


"When will he call..." He ate carefully, staring at everyone around him. A 
familiar stranger sat down next to him along with a machine that was 
hooked onto him. 


"Dr. Kim, it's so good to see you again." The doctor was partly shocked, but 
happy. 


"Hoseok. How have you been?" 


"Could have been better in these past few days. You haven't been here in 
almost a week, how are those vacations going?" Hoseok seemed a little bit 
odd. His smile was there, but the doctor couldn't help but find something 
strange about him. 


"They've been going well. I actually took a few days off because I got sick, 
really really sick." Hoseok got up, readjusting himself in the seat he was in. 
The doctor could tell he felt uncomfortable. 


"Are you okay?" The young man agreed, but his eye bags say otherwise. 
Namjoon knew something was wrong with Hoseok. 


"It's a beautiful day out, isn't it?" Namjoon spoke, trying to change the 
subject. 


"Beautiful." Hoseok repeated with a suspicious voice that reminded 
Namjoon of Bohwa's voice whenever he was hiding something from him. 


Hoseok wanted to say something, but his voice was too shaky. Every time 
he spoke, he would shake or mess up his speech by twitching, and that 
worried the doctor. So he suggested for Hoseok to meet him in his office to 
talk in private without anyone around. Hoseok agreed. 


The doctor left first, to not make it look obvious. Hoseok left a few minutes 
afterwards. 


He opened the door to his office and let Hoseok in. The patient was walking 
with fear. He kept looking behind him every minute. 


"Please tell me, how have they been treating you here ever since I left?" 
Hoseok got quiet. 


The doctor watched as Hoseok untied his hospital gown and exposed his 
back and chest. 


"You tell me: How have they been treating me here, Namjoon." There were 
stitches on his back, that looked badly stitched from the small rips in them. 
On his chest, Namjoon noticed there was a machine hooked onto Hoseok. It 
looked like a life support machine, but as he got closer to it, he noticed that 
it was a monitor. 


"They hear us. They hear everything." Hoseok's words reminded Namjoon 
of the words that were written in the lab. Was Hoseok about to become 
another victim of the crazy doctors? 


NNS 
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Seokjin stayed cleaning up around the house, trying to be useful to the 
doctor and help him out when he heard someone knocking on the door. 


"Joon, it's me, Yoongi! Are you awake yet?" The name echoed through 
Seokjin's head. This was the man who caused him jealousy towards 
Namjoon. His so called 'Best Friend’. Seokjin was about to head out to open 
the door, when he realized he was missing one thing: His face mask. 


He headed upstairs and rummaged through the doctor's room. Maybe he 
dropped it somewhere around there. To his dismay, he found nothing. 


While rummaging around, he managed to find a white face mask. It was 
lighter than the one the people in the hospital used to force him to wear, and 
he could actually breathe with this one on. 


He answered the door, startling the man in front of him. 
"Umm... And who are you?" 


"Take a wild guess and tell me, what I am." Seokjin wasn't the type to 
sarcastically sass someone he barely knows, but when he heard Yoongi 
talking with such an offended tone, as if he owned Namjoon and didn't want 
him to be around anyone, it made Seokjin feel jealous already and he barely 
met the stranger who appeared to have let himself into the apartment and 
was sitting down on the couch Namjoon likes to sleep in sometimes. 


"What's with the face mask? Are you sick, or something? Also," Yoongi 
sniffed around. "it smells like breakfast. Namjoon rarely ever cooks. Did 
you make breakfast for him?" 


"You take pleasure in interrogating me, don't you, sir? By all means, please 
continue." Seokjin crossed his leg, staring at the man in front of him. 


"Damn, how many letters in the dictionary do you know? You speak with 
fancy fonts, just like Namjoon. I. Don't. Understand. FANCY. 
LANGUAGE." Yoongi held his temples, groaning. 


"Anyways, since you asked me to guess who you were before, I'll just do it. 
Are you Namjoon's friend?" Seokjin denied Yoongi's question. 


"Namjoon's cousin? 
Brother? 
Nephew?" Seokjin blinked frequently at the last question. 


"I am far too old to be his nephew. I'm old enough to be your father." He 
finally snapped. 


Yoongi was completely dumbfounded. 


"You're such a weirdo! Are you his caretaker then? Because If you say 
you're old, then I don't know who or what you are of his." Yoongi gave up. 


Seokjin stood up and got behind the door. He was ready for this suspicious 
friend of Namjoon's to leave. Ever since he was locked in that hospital, he 
learned to never put his trust on anyone and never expose his true self. 


"I'm his patient." He felt confident enough to say that, no matter how weird 
Yoongi thought he was. 


He stayed where he was and felt someone's voice echo behind him. 
"He's my special patient." 


"Dr. Kim." 
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The vampire shut his eyes in relaxation as he saw the man behind him. 
Yoongi immediately greeted Namjoon as if there was no tomorrow and 
because he felt so awkward being next to the vampire for so long, he began 
to miss his friend. 


"Hey, where have you been? Also, you didn't tell me you had a patient 
staying over. You're a really caring doctor." He back hugged Namjoon, 
something Yoongi has never done before. Seokjin also did something he's 
never done before: He took his mask off, keeping his lips closed to keep his 
fangs a secret. 


"Surprise surprise, the weirdo has a mouth. Why were you hiding it in the 
first place?" He giggled, sassing Seokjin back. 


"Seokjin-" 


"Attend to your visitor. He's full of questions for you to answer them. I'll be 
outside." The man coldly left, bumping Yoongi's shoulder roughly along 
with his own before he gripped the rail and went downstairs. 


Namjoon got pissed at Yoongi. 


"What's with you? So all of a sudden I'm your property? You were never 
like this when we were roommates, Yoongi." He acted calm on the inside, 
masking his disappointment towards Yoongi's behavior. 


"I was pretending. You know that I only think of you as a friend. A brother, 
at most. But never a lover. I was trying to save you from that- that- THING. 
He's such a strange man." 


The doctor crossed his arms. 


"Don't call him names. You don't know him." 


"And I suppose you do? He's not even human-like. He was wearing a white 
mask, with the weirdest look on his face. His skin color is more pale than 
mine, for crying out loud. Namjoon, that man gives me bad vibes." 


Namjoon grew frustrated. He couldn't just explain everything to Yoongi. 
"Oh, I just kidnapped a vampire from the hospital." Yoongi would think he's 
crazy. 


"He's sick. His hemoglobin is very low so I've been helping him." 
Unfortunately, Yoongi didn't seem to understand. 


"So you are helping him by keeping him in your apartment when he should 
be in a hospital so that professionals can give him iron pills, even a blood 
transfusion, anything? Damn, and I thought you were a doctor." 


Namjoon continued making up lies to cover the terrifying truth to save his 
relationship and himself from any danger. If anybody knows that Seokjin is 
a vampire, even if they're close to Namjoon, they could contact the hospital 
and Namjoon could even end up in jail for kidnapping a sick patient from 
the hospital. 


Yoongi got a phone call and had to leave. He gave Namjoon one last hug 
before leaving. 


"I'm worried about you, Namjoon. Please take care of yourself." Yoongi and 
Namjoon stared at Seokjin who had just returned from downstairs. 


He stood there in silence watching the two guys part ways. This time, 
Yoongi seemingly bumped the vampire's shoulder, earning a growl from 
him. 


"Take good care of yourself, Namjoon. A doctor can sometimes grow 
sickened by his patients." He muttered. Seokjin stayed quiet until he left. 


"Seokjin, why are you standing over there? Get inside of the apartment. 

I heard this afternoon while I was at work, that there was going to be some 
scattered thunderstorms." Namjoon noticed how heavily the vampire kept 
on breathing. He closed the door and began to talk with him. 


"He's just a friend, Seokjin." Namjoon pulled him into a hug. 


"The term "Friend" doesn't fit in with that stranger and I. I would be careful 
if I were you, Namjoon." The man found Seokjin's jealousy both cute and 
intimidating at the same time. 


"Did I tell you how stunning you look with that white face mask, Mr. Kim?" 
He flirted, trying to change to mood. 


Seokjin relaxed his shoulders, breathing slower. He stepped back. 


"Do I really look appealing to you, Sir..." 
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"You look like an angel." Namjoon replied, caressing the man's face. 


"A demon always has his wicked ways to disguise himself before he lures 
his prey." Seokjin nuzzled his head into Namjoon's hand and his hat fell off 
along with his mask. 


"How do I appear to you now?" The man questioned once more. 


"Still an angel." They shared a passionate kiss, then stayed in a soft 
embrace. 


The sound of thunder signaled that the storm was getting closer. Instead of 
worrying about it, the men gathered two pillows and a quilt to watch a 
movie until the image became distorted due to the rain hitting the satellite 
dish outside. 
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~One week later~ 


Seokjin was getting adjusted to being around Namjoon. He always felt the 
urge to keep him around. Namjoon became a stronger addiction to him than 
blood. 


They were walking around in the park one day, when they became tired 
from the heat, so 

instead of retreating back to the car, they saw a lemonade stand a few miles 
away. Namjoon's feet were aching, so Seokjin offered to bring him the 
lemonade so he wouldn't have to walk. Namjoon agreed, thanking him. 


"While you do that, I'll go to the car and get the umbrella. It's not healthy 
for us to be consuming this much sunlight." 


Seokjin found the park very soothing. It was full of tall, beautiful trees, soft 
grass, and a pathway made of gray and white stones. The beach was also 
close to the park, so the soft and calming breeze made up for the hot and 
sunny weather. Seokjin made it to the lemonade stand, and waited in line 
for a while. This time he decided to wear the face mask they originally gave 
him and forced him to wear at the hospital. It might bring him bad 
memories, but it kept him safer. 


He didn't want to run the risk of getting caught by any of the people he's 
seen in the lab, so he would dress up differently, but he would always wear 
the same face mask no matter the weather or the event. 


"It's hot out today, isn't it?" The lady asked. Seokjin nodded. 


"You must feel hot with that mask on. Don't you, kid?" She prepared the 
lemonade cups while the man thought of something to respond. 


"This mask is to protect me." He held the two cups of lemonade. 


"Protect you against what, might I ask." She took the money Seokjin was 
handing her. 


"To protect me from humans." His reply was strange, but honest. In the end 
he didn't come to the lemonade stand to make friends, all he cared about 
was aman who he was staring at from far away... And a woman that was on 
him. 


"Namjoon?" Seokjin got closer to the two figures and as the image became 
clearer, he saw Namjoon. He also saw a woman was sitting on his lap, 
flirting with him. 


The woman got up and stared at a guy behind Seokjin. 


"Who the hell are you? Get away from my girl." Seokjin reacted at the guy 
pushing Namjoon. 


"This woman sat on him first, I saw her earlier. You shouldn't trust her with 
those kind of schemes, mister." The guy had his fist clenched on Namjoon's 
shirt. He let go of it and looked at the woman. 


"It's you again! I didn't recognize you with that clothing. What's with the 
stupid mask?" He pulled Seokjin's mask off, revealing his dark red lips. The 
man kept his mouth shut in order to keep his fangs a secret, but they were 
still slightly poking out. 


"You heard what the man said already, she sat down on me first. Now 
please leave." Namjoon went next to Seokjin who appeared calm. The guy 
gave the mask to Seokjin, and the man reacted by grabbing his wrist. 


Namjoon has seen Seokjin do this action before: It means he's been 
triggered by the smell 
of the guy's flesh. 


"Seokjin, let's go." He had to pry Seokjin's hand off of the guy's wrist and 
attach it to his. Seokjin gripped him tightly, his eyes still targeting the other 
guy in front of him. 


"Seokjin. So that's what you're called. Freak." Namjoon knew this was the 
guy who Seokjin had previously encountered in the mall. He remembered 
how bad the guy treated him and how he continuously kept calling him 
names. Namjoon hated him. 


They tried to leave, but the guy was being stubborn. 


"What? Are you running away from me, now? You cowards." The younger 
felt pain in his arm from how tightly Seokjin was gripping onto him. His 
voice was lower than before, signalling he was ready to bite into the guy's 
neck. Namjoon couldn't allow him to do that 

and become a killer. The only thing he could do was retreat back to the car 
with him, still holding on tightly to his arm. 


Seokjin's breathing was calm. Almost as if the man wasn't breathing at all. 
The doctor looked into his eyes and saw they were pitch black. Seokjin 
refused to let go of his arm, even after they were in the car. 


"Ignore them, okay? Let's just go somewhere else." Seokjin looked at 
Namjoon, breathing faster. 


"T'm not mad at him because of what he said about me, Dr. Kim." The 
young man raised his eyebrow. 


"Then if you aren't mad, why did you grip onto me so tightly, and why are 
your pupils dilated? And your heart rate is increasing by the minute, I can 
feel it in your pulse." He drove in reverse to exit the park. The day suddenly 
became cloudier. 


"His unfairness towards you caused my temper to increase." Seokjin put his 
mask on. 


Namjoon was confused, and a little bit disappointed. 


"Why towards me? You should be mad at him for treating you so bad. 
Humans like him are the reason people lose faith in humanity." The young 
man sighed, angrily. 


"No one comes in between my doctor and I. I will kill and be killed for you, 
Dr. Kim." 


Seokjin side eyed Namjoon, sneaking a peak at him every now and then. 
The vampire's words melted Namjoon's heart. He really did care after all. 


Namjoon held Seokjin's hand. "You're right, no one can ever come between 
us. I won't let anybody take me away from you for as long as I'm alive." 
The vampire was intrigued by Namjoon's words. 


"Don't be afraid, you'll still have me in the afterlife. Death is momentarily. 
There is no need for you to fear it when you rescued a dead man himself 
and are having him stay in your house. Lying down on your bed, and 
watching you as you sleep." They intertwined hands. 


"Seokjin, how does it feel to be dead and alive to you?" Namjoon worried 
his question may have triggered the man, but he proceeded to explain 
everything to him. 


"Death feels odd: My body aches, my bones weigh on me, and I'm never 
cold. I used to hear voices in my head before, but I hear them less often 
now. And life feels worth living now that I've met you." The details Seokjin 
put into his perspectives made the doctor smile. 


"What does it feel like to sleep with a vicious man, Dr. Kim?" Seokjin 
teased. Namjoon played along and answered him with the same sarcasm. 


"It definitely keeps me up at night." Namjoon played along and answered 
him with the same sarcasm. 


"Is that so? My apologies for giving you sleepless nights." Seokjin always 
took everything serious, so he was easy to fool. Namjoon felt guilty 
afterwards. 


"I'm joking, my love. My sleepless nights disappeared the night I brought 
you home with me. Knowing you were safe and away from harm, my 
nightmares disappeared forever." 


Seokjin smiled at the doctor. At that moment, he realized nothing could 
ever separate them from each other. 


"T'll never let anything happen to you, Seokjin." 
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The rest of the day, they spent it sleeping. Namjoon was exhausted from 
both, working and the long walk he and Seokjin took. And as for Seokjin, 
the man was sleeping right by Namjoon's side. 


Sleep was a need and a must have for Namjoon because of his busy 
schedule throughout the night in the hospital, and in the day whenever he 
has to run a few errands before it's time for him to start his nightshift. He 
wanted to spend as much time with Seokjin before he had to leave him 
alone in the apartment for a few long hours again tomorrow. 


The man looked quite mesmerizing while he was sleeping. Namjoon never 
questioned how Seokjin was able to sleep, being a vampire. But he knew 
that he wasn't completely a vampire, he was a hybrid, so he still is human 
after all. Namjoon wondered what could have happened to Seokjin if he 
would have left him alone in the hospital. 


What types of experiments would they be doing on him. He thought of so 
many things, but in the end he was happy that he made the right choice in 
keeping the man by his side. Things wouldn't be the same without him. 
Namjoon got used to Seokjin's cold presence, his good side and his bad 
side, and each day he discovers something new from him. 


Namjoon wouldn't change a thing. 
"Dr. Kim, are you still awake?" Seokjin looked up at the man beside him, 
resting his arm on his chest. The doctor nods, returning his attention to 


Seokjin, as he looked away from the window. 


Despite the man's cold body, and his close minded attitude, he was 
intelligent and deep down inside he had a kind heart full of love. 


"T had a vision." Namjoon was taken by surprise. 


"A vision of who?" Seokjin held his head, feeling sick. 


"A young guy named... Jung Hoseok. He's in danger." He shut his eyes and 
began seeing flashing images of a man on top of a surgery table. 


People are surrounding him, wearing hospital uniforms. 
"He's scared." Namjoon sat up. 


"You're in the vision too. You're.... you are going to perform a surgery on 
the man. 


There's tears. 
Wires. Lots of wires and electricity. 


Water..."" Namjoon suddenly remembered something Hoseok spoke to him 
earlier. 


~flashback~ 


"Hoseok, what did they do to your back?" The doctor got closer to his 
patient, staring at his exposed back. 


"This is my last step to finally be able to get out of this hospital. Dr. Kim, 
this is important to me. Very important." He wasn't fully able to 
comprehend what the young man meant by "This is my last step". 


"Last step?" Hoseok put his hospital gown back on and nodded. 


"I'm having a major surgery tomorrow night. When the surgery is over, It'll 
return my regular sleep back to me because I won't get narcolepsy anymore. 
I feel so happy. This is my chance to get my old life back again." Namjoon 
was Skeptical, but he didn't want his patient to feel down or ruin his surgery 
for him, so he thought that lying to him was the best way to make him feel 
confident. 


"I'm proud of you, Hoseok. You of all patients here are the only one who's 
kept a positive attitude and a bright smile even through your toughest 
moments. I think you'll do great." 


Namjoon's reassuring words made Hoseok's smile get wider. 


"You really think so? Thanks, Namjoon! You're the best! And you are also 
the only friend I've ever had, so I owe my happiness all to you. I can't wait 
to get surgery done tomorrow!!" 


~End of flashback~ 


Namjoon's hands started sweating. Seokjin sensed the man had become 
nervous. 


"Dr. Kim, who is this man? Do you know him?" Namjoon nods. 


"He's a patient of mine at the hospital. Him and I are friends. Seokjin, what 
else do you see in that vision? Please, try seeing something else. Hoseok's 
life depends on it." Seokjin did his best. 


"The lab... The place they had me in. He's on the surgery table again- That 
surgeon. That surgeon is the one who turned me into the monster I am 
today. He's going to perform surgery on Hoseok." Seokjin's headache got 
stronger. 


"Stop! Don't hurt yourself." He removed Seokjin's hands from his head and 
held them. 


"Hoseok is in danger, Namjoon." Namjoon felt trapped. He didn't know 
what to do. If Hoseok's surgery was going to be taking place in the hidden 
lab, then Namjoon would be completely outnumbered by those monsters. 
He had to figure out a way to help his friend and save him. 


One way or another, Namjoon would still be trapped. This bothered him the 
whole night. 

He couldn't even get a proper sleep knowing an innocent person's life was 
going to be taken away in less than a few hours. 


"Seokjin, are you willing to help Hoseok escape from the hospital with 
me?" The man didn't hesitate even once. He accepted to help Namjoon save 
Hoseok. 


"T'll do it." 
~Three hours later~ 


The men were sleepless with the mission of helping Hoseok escape the 
hospital boggling their heads. Especially Namjoon: He knew that if he 
didn't help Hoseok, he was going to be turned into a demon and locked up 
in a cage, or worse: The surgery would cost him his own life. 


The night went on, and Seokjin stared at the young man. 
"Dr. Kim, please get some rest." Namjoon looked at Seokjin. 


"I can't. This is stressing me out. A man's life is in my hands and I don't 
know if I can help rescue him or not." He sighed. 


"T'll risk it all to help you save that friend of yours. He's another victim of 
the people there, being held captive. We will save him no matter what it 
takes. I won't let you deal with this on your own, Sir." Seokjin held 
Namjoon's hand. 


"Thank you. We'll do this together, and we'll do it right if we analyze 
everything perfectly. But just don't let them capture you again. I would die 
if anything would happen to you, my love." The young man pulled Seokjin 
closer to him. 


"We can do this. Try to sleep for a little while, Joonie." Seokjin whispered, 
softly. His voice was soothing. 


"Cute nickname you gave me. I like it." The man caressed Namjoon's face, 
leaving a gentle kiss on his lips. 


This might be the last time Seokjin would ever be able to see Namjoon 
physically. To hold him and feel safe in his arms. As of tomorrow, their 
lives might change for the greater good, or take a turn for the worse. 
Seokjin was prepared to risk it all, but he wasn't ready to let go of 
everything. 


Namjoon was his everything. He's the man who saved him from the dark 
and twisted hospital. Was he ready to risk losing him? Only time could tell 
and they didn't have much remaining as it was already 2:00 AM by the time 
they were able to go to sleep. 


"T don't want to lose you, Namjoon." 
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The next day they were both sitting on the dining room table, discussing 
what the plan was and how they would be able to take Hoseok out of the 
hospital safely. 


"The main entrance is usually guarded by two cops, which is odd. So there's 
no way we could exit the same way we enter." Namjoon placed his pen 
down. 


"What about the same exit you and I took? No one saw us." The man asked. 
But Namjoon disagreed. 


"Unfortunately that will never work. Hoseok lives on the other side of the 
hospital building, we would have to become invisible for that plan to ever 
work. And I'm still skeptical of bringing you along with me." And they 
were back to square one, unable to figure out a way to help Hoseok. 


Namjoon put his pen away and crumbled up his paper. His mind was 
blocked at that moment, not allowing him to concentrate properly. The only 
thing he could think of at the moment was the amount of stress he felt. 


Seokjin watched the doctor pace around the apartment. He could only think 
of a single idea. One that would involve risking his life. 


But the vampire carefully thought this whole thing out hours before. When 
Namjoon was still sleeping, he stayed awake thinking of all the possibilities 
they had of escaping the hospital, and out of every option, Seokjin was left 
with one. 


"T have a plan." Namjoon stopped swirling around the house and 
immediately sat down next to the patient. 


"What is it?" He stared deeply into the man's eyes. 


"There are about four emergency exits around the laboratory, and only one 
in the operation room. We can let them bring the man into the operation 
room, get inside as fast as possible. Perhaps cause a distraction outside of 
the operation room: If we do that, our plan might be successful." The doctor 
thought about everything carefully. 


"Seokjin, I highly doubt that it'll work. It'll be too risky." He shook his head 
in disbelief. 


"Dr. Kim, with all do respect, I've lived in that hospital for more than 
twenty years. I've seen every single exit and entrance they have, and at the 
moment, this is the only way we could help Hoseok." 


"There has to be another way. I'm not going to risk you getting caught by 
them again." The man grew stubborn, and Seokjin knew he was. But they 
were left with no other option. 


"The time is ticking. Hoseok's surgery is going to happen in less than three 
hours. That's exactly how much time we have left to think this all through." 


After analyzing everything, double checking their options, Namjoon finally 
gave up and went with Seokjin's plan. It was a very dangerous plan that 
came with a lot of risks, but 

he couldn't afford to sit down and argue over safety, because in situations 
such as these, there was no such thing as safety and precautions, they had to 
be prepared for anything and everything headed their way. No matter what 
it was. 


This worried the young doctor, but they had no time to waste. He looked at 
Seokjin: The man was as handsome as always, but right now he couldn't 
even stare into his eyes. Just the thought of the doctors capturing him again 
made Namjoon feel sick to his stomach. 


That was a risk he wasn't willing to take. Hoseok was his best friend, the 
only true friend he's ever had. He didn't want anything to happen to him. He 
knew he's been suffering in that hospital for months, and the last thing he 
wanted was for him to die. He was stuck in the middle of helping his best 
friend, or keeping his lover from harms way. 


Seokjin wasn't just any regular man, however. He knew the powers he 
possessed and just what the man was capable of. 


"Seokjin, don't do anything stupid when we get there." Seokjin held the 
doctor in his arms 
for a while. 


"Thank you for putting your trust in me, Dr. Kim. I won't let you down. 
Shall we give this plan a try and rescue your friend?" Namjoon eagerly 
nodded, with hesitation lodged in his chest. 


He had to push the worry to the back of his mind. At the moment, the only 
thing he needed to focus on was saving his friend from the hospital. 


"T hope I don't regret this..." 
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He opened the car door for Seokjin then got in his side of the car. Each 
passing minute made Namjoon's heart sink deeper with angst and 
frustration as his nerves settled in. 


Seokjin, a man who was once a prisoner to the hospital was returning with 
Namjoon, the doctor who is responsible for helping him escape it. 


Something about the look in Seokjin's eyes made Namjoon rethink the plan 
a thousand times in his head, as he kept coming up with random scenarios 
in which Seokjin could get caught by the doctors. 


"Wear this, and act as if you were sick. If anyone asks who you are, tell 
them you're my cousin or ignore them." Namjoon sighed. Seokjin held his 
hand. 


"Dr. Kim, everything will be okay." 


"And what makes you feel so sure about this?" Namjoon frowned, feeling 
butterflies rotating around his stomach. He walked forward. 


"Just trust me." The two head inside of the elevator, making sure no one 
was around. Although, they knew the elevator had cameras, their chances of 
getting caught would increase if they would take the stairs, as they make 
more noise with every step they take. 


Namjoon looked at the time. 


"4:50 A.M... Hoseok's surgery is at 6:00 A.M. That gives us an hour and a 
half to get him out of here. I'm afraid if we'll make it or not."" Namjoon 
furrowed his eyebrows. 


The man was acting odd. Full of sorrow, but happiness at the same time. 
This made the doctor worry. 


"Stay behind me." He spoke, walking in front of the young man. Namjoon 
was confused. 


"Seokjin, wait-" Namjoon lowered his voice and grabbed Seokjin's arm as 
he tried to stay hidden. 


"What are you doing? You're running the risk of being seen by somebody." 
The man kept quiet, hiding behind Namjoon to obey him. 


"There." The operation room was locked. There was no way they would be 
able to get in without someone opening the double doors with a special 
card. 


This was it. Namjoon thought. The man disappeared from his side and he 
didn't even notice. 


"Dr. Kim." He interrupted the man's pondering by revealing a key card. 
"Seokjin, how did you get that?" Namjoon's eyes widened, as he held the 


card in his hand. 


"Let's save Hoseok." 
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With one less thing to worry about, the men waited for no one to be around 
for them to enter the room. Unfortunately at this hour, the hospital was 
packed with people going in and out. Too many witnesses. There was a 
clock on the wall, haunting both of them, especially Namjoon. Seokjin 
knew just how frustrated the man felt. He placed his arm around the 
doctor's back to reassure him, then he quickly guided him out of their 
hiding spot. "Don't take too long." Namjoon inserted the key card, 
unlocking the double doors slowly. 


They rushed inside. 


"Thank you." Namjoon thanked the vampire, ruffling his hair a little bit to 
praise him momentarily before he continued to search around the place. 
There were a few flickering lights, the nurses running around scared him. 
They were barely humanlike: Their faces were slightly scarred, they had 
bags underneath their eyes from lack of sleep and not a single facial 
expression was exposed on them, except for hatred and disgust. 


Namjoon made it to the operation room, but there was people everywhere. 
He saw Hoseok's body lying on the surgery table, barely awake, but barely 
asleep. Somewhere in between. 


This wasn't going to be an easy task. 


The man was behind Namjoon, he was seeing his worrying increase. What 
got to him was when Namjoon signed and said, "I'm going to lose him.", 
that made Seokjin feel pity. 


If his lover felt sorrow, then it affected the vampire's behavior: Once a 
vampire has someone to love and protect in their lives, they will do the 
impossible to keep their lover pleased. 


"Namjoon, don't turn back no matter what. Can you do that for me?" 
Namjoon was confused. 


"When I open this door, take Hoseok to safety." Seokjin's heart was beating 
fast. Each word gained him adrenaline, but sadness. 


"What are you doing? Get down, they're going to see you." He couldn't 
think of what to properly respond. 


"Just obey me, please." The vampire slipped out of Namjoon's arms, despite 
his warning, and exposed himself to everyone in the surgery room. All eyes 
were on him, just like he envisioned. 


Namjoon rushed in and released Hoseok from the hospital bed, as the 
surgeons were too distracted by the angered vampire. Seokjin was violently 
releasing all of the anger he had bottled up for years. 


He was releasing it all on the people who made him into the person he is 
today. 


"Stop him, don't let him escape!" The three men were now running away. 


Namjoon was so concentrated on giving Hoseok the motivation to run, and 
to wake up, he barely noticed Seokjin was behind them trying his best to 
keep everyone away. 


"Seokjin-" The doctor was left with the words lingering on his tongue as he 
saw Seokjin leave his side. 


"Keep running. Don't stop running no matter what happens!" 


Eventually the two men were reunited and were sighing in relief with 
Hoseok. 


"That was one hell of a mission, wasn't it?" Namjoon laughed, breathlessly. 
They helped Hoseok get in the car, being gentle not to hurt him. 


The doctor was so happy. So relieved. He held Seokjin's body for a slight 
second, before releasing himself from the tight embrace and starting his car. 


He drove away with an uneasy feeling haunting him. 


"THERE!" He looked behind him and saw about four men were getting in 
their cars. 


The traffic was moving slowly, and the men were gaining up on Namjoon. 
So he searched for every different exit he could find, separating the cars 
with each individual lane. 


This road wouldn't get him to his apartment. Even if it could, he wasn't 
going to lead the men back to his place, he would expose were he lives. He 
had a smarter idea: Instead of leading the men to were he lived, he lead 
them to another highway. 


This highway was different, it had more possibilities for Namjoon to escape 
those men without getting followed back home. 


"Hoseok, are you alright?" He asked, paying attention to the drowsy guy in 
the backseat of his car. 


"Okay." Was all he replied before dozing off into a deep sleep. 
"He will be awake soon, right?" Seokjin asked, looking at Hoseok. 


"That's correct: Once the effects of the anesthesia wear off, he'll wake up." 
Namjoon responded. 


"T think we lost them, Dr. Kim." There was no one around. Seokjin was 
right, the men weren't following them anymore. 


"One less thing to worry about." He pushed his head back, but didn't let his 
guard down just yet until he was convinced that the coast was clear. 


-Three hours later- 


The drive back to his apartment seemed endless due to the path he chose to 
go in order to lose the men, but as they were about to arrive, Namjoon told 
Seokjin to awaken the man in the backseat. It wasn't normal for him to be 
asleep for so long. 


"Sir, do you know where you are? Do you know who I am?" He asked him 
a series of random questions to activate the man's brain so he could wake 
up. And it worked. 


"You are... You're... You- I don't know who you are, but you're quite 
handsome." Hoseok smiled. The man thanked him, in his regular cold tone. 


"Dr. Kim, when did you get here?" Hoseok was starting to wake up, 
questioning where he even was. 


"Hold onto us while we get you to safety." Namjoon put Hoseok's arm 
around his waist as Seokjin repeated Namjoon's action, guiding Hoseok to 
the couch. 


Hoseok was giggling and acting very bubbly. 


"T see clouds! Want to see how many stars I can count?" His anesthesia was 
talking for him. He didn't know what he was even doing. 


"Seokjin, please stay here with him while I go hide the car in my garage." 
Namjoon rarely leaves his car inside of his garage unless there's bad 
weather outside, but to ensure his safety along with the others, he kept it 
hidden. 


As he entered the apartment with his mind at ease, what he witnessed 
caused him to stress once more: Hoseok was caressing Seokjin's face, 
holding onto his tiny waist. 


"They... They kissed." 
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Namjoon was in shock. But what shocked him more was when Seokjin 
pulled away from Hoseok, and bumped into him. The look in Seokjin's face 
left both him and Namjoon paralyzed. 


"It wasn't my intention." Seokjin's low pitched voice was full of regret from 
not stopping the kiss on time. 


Namjoon didn't say a word. 


"Dr. Kim, I didn't do this! You have to believe me." Seokjin kept on 
insisting. 


"Enough." Seeing the vampire standing so close to him, trying to come up 
with a false excuse only worsened his state of mind until he snapped. 


"I'm going to attend patient one first. We'll discuss this later on, patient 
Kim." He slightly mocked the man, intimidating him. 


Seokjin hasn't felt intimidated by anyone in a while. Something in 
Namjoon's anger made 
him feel guilty, not to mention embarrassed and disappointed. 


He wasn't used to seeing him angry. The last time he was this angry was the 
time Seokjin ran away from the apartment. 


This time however, things were different. Seokjin wasn't angered, Namjoon 
was. Things happened so fast. 
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"T can see you're awake now. How do you feel?” Seokjin sat up, staring 
curiously at the man beside him. 


"Tired. What's your name, stranger?" Hoseok smiled. Seokjin answered the 
few questions he had asked him, then heard the man giggle. 


"Might I ask: what's so funny to you, sir?" Hoseok approached Seokjin 
slowly, while struggling to get up. 


"You're a very handsome man." He grabbed his waist and immediately 
connected his lips to Seokjin's, not giving the vampire time to process 
anything. 


"Ow! You have very sharp teeth." Seokjin thought the man would give up 
and start to ask him questions about his fangs, but he just kept on making 
out with him, still holding onto him. 


"Hoseok, release me this instant. I have a I-lover." Seokjin tried pushing the 
man off of him without injuring his fragile body. The moment he was able 
to free himself and leave, he thought on how to keep this a secret. 


Little did he know that Namjoon had already entered the apartment a few 
seconds ago and witnessed them kissing. He was devastated. 
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Seokjin approached Namjoon, cautiously. 


"Namjoon, at least let me explain how things lead to this." Namjoon's facial 
expressions looked sad, and tired. 


"Hoseok was still experiencing the effects of the anesthesia, which is why 
he reacted in such a way towards me." He held Seokjin's arm. 


"Well he could experience with his side effects with somebody else. You're 
a strong man who pushes others around all of the time. Remember when 
you nearly broke my ribcage by slamming me into your cage? Now you're 
telling me that you couldn't defend yourself from a man who's high on 
anesthesia?" He realized he was gripping the man's arm rather tightly, so he 
gently released his grip and watched the man disappear upstairs. 


"Namjoon, where am I? And who is that handsome dude? I feel like I've 
met him before." Hoseok held his head as he felt dizzy. 


"You should know. You just kissed him, after all..." The doctor replied, 
motionless. 


"Woah? Me?" Hoseok was shocked. 


"T've never even met him! Why would I kiss a person I don't know?" 
Despite his disappointment, the doctor soon learned that Hoseok was most 
likely too drugged up to even realize what he was doing. 


"Listen, you'll sleep here for the night then I'll find a safe hospital for you to 
get your surgery done. I won't return you to that place ever again. Get some 
rest, alright?" Namjoon guided Hoseok to the guest bedroom. It looked so 
different to Hoseok. 


"Wow, this is amazing. Thank you so much." Hoseok happily thanked 
Namjoon as he left his patient alone in the room and returned to his own 
room. His room was cold, so Namjoon increased the temperature of the 
thermostat and reentered the room. Seokjin was staring outside of the 
window in the darkness since the sun was hidden with the clouds. 


"Do you love him now?" Namjoon suddenly asked. Seokjin turned around. 


"If you think that I can easily fall for anyone with a simple lip contact, then 
you're wrong. I don't love him, Namjoon. I love you." He desperately 
replied, almost annoyed. 


The young man got closer to Seokjin. 


"I'm sorry. I've put you through so much, Seokjin. It wouldn't surprise me if 
one day you decide to leave my side." Namjoon was close to hitting his 
head with the wall as something clicked in Seokjin's head that made him 
grab onto Namjoon and push him on top of the bed. 


"You saved me. You even tackled me to the ground to prove your point of 
how much you sacrificed for me to be here with you, how could I ever 


leave you?" Namjoon just stared blankly at the man. 


"Then don't." He wrapped his arms around Seokjin's waist. Seokjin relaxed 
in his arms. 


They stayed cuddled up for a while until after a while. They headed to the 
kitchen and began to make breakfast. 


"Here. Be careful, it's hot." Seokjin handed the young man a tray with warm 
food and he took it upstairs to Hoseok. 


Hoseok gladly accepted the food and thanked them both. That day, he 
became their best friend. 


"Hello? Yoongi? Would you like to come over so we could have a chat?" 
Namjoon spoke over the phone. 


"Sure, I'll be there in about an hour or so." Yoongi hung up and headed to 
his apartment. 


Namjoon figured it would break the tension in the house if there was four 
people. That way he could talk to Hoseok about his health while Yoongi 
spoke to Seokjin. In the end, he felt like Yoongi and Seokjin got a long a 
little bit, so why not? 


"Hoseok?" Yoongi squinted his eyes, double checking to see if he wasn't 
seeing a ghost. 


"Yoongi!?" Hoseok jumped up. 


"Something tells me these two know each other..." Namjoon and Seokjin 
just stared at each other, quietly while letting the two men have a long 
conversation. 
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From what they overheard, Yoongi and Hoseok were good friends but lost 
contact with each other ever since Hoseok fell ill in the hospital. 


"So, that's our story. Now tell us how you met this special guy!" Hoseok 
pointed at Seokjin 
who felt awkward. 


"We..." For a moment Namjoon got lost in Seokjin's gaze. "It's a long story 
we wouldn't want to bore you with, boys." Seokjin warmly smiled, 
understanding the reference Namjoon made to when they first met. 


Ns 


"It's a very long story that I wouldn't want to bore you with." 


NNSs 


The day went on normally. Namjoon tried pushing the thought of those men 
finding him way to the back of his head, to a point where he forced himself 
to focus on something less 

stressing. 


He looked at his surroundings. Everything to him was so surreal, he never 
imagined that Hoseok and Yoongi knew each other. He was happy to see 
the two boys were having a fun 

time talking to each other while he was in his own little world with Seokjin. 


Yoongi spoke about a topic that involved taking Hoseok to the hospital he 
worked in to help him in anything he needed. Hoseok accepted his help. 


"Dr. Kim, you've been the biggest help to me in years. It's almost as if you 
were a guardian angel sent to save me." Hoseok chuckled. 


"It's not that big of a deal, Hobi. You're more than my patient, you're my 
best friend. I couldn't just leave you there. Hey Yoongi, take good care of 
my patient, alright?" Yoongi looked at Namjoon and gave him a hug. 


"Thanks for brining me back my childhood friend, Namjoon. I'll make sure 
to always take care of him." He pulled away from the hug, then went to 
Hoseok's side. 


"Seokjin, I want to apologize for the trouble I caused you when I was high 
on anesthesia. I was wondering if we could ever be friends?" Seokjin 
nodded. 


"Of course we can." Despite trusting the two boys, Seokjin refused to show 
either one of them his mouth. He knew Hoseok had seen him without his 
mask, but then again, the man himself admitted he was too high off of the 
anesthesia to remember anything else, so his identity was still safe. 


Namjoon wrapped his arm around Seokjin's shoulders while watching 
Yoongi and Hoseok leave, happily. 


"There they go. I'm so proud of you. You saved all of us, I wouldn't have 
been able to help Hoseok on my own." Seokjin ran his sharp nails across 
Namjoon's face, caressing him softly. 


They had no plans for today. Namjoon was considering quitting his job and 

never returning ever again, just to keep Seokjin by his side and out of harm. 
So that day he called and notified his boss that he couldn't continue working 
there due to an emergency. 


"An emergency? What happened, if you don't mind me asking." The man 
sounded very disappointed. 


"You see..." Namjoon spun around, thinking of what excuse he could make. 


"I found another job nearby, and I couldn't let this offer slip away from my 
hands." He hoped the man wouldn't ask him anything else. 


"But nothing happened with you during the time you worked here, right?" 
The man was very nervous, just like the last time he spoke to him over the 
night shift. 


"No, sir. Nothing out of the norm." He winked at Seokjin, placing his hand 
over his lap. 


"Alright then. Just come and pick your things up from the office." Namjoon 
agreed. 


He hung up the phone, swinging his sweater over his shoulders. 


"Are you troubled by anything that man told you?" His attention turned to 
Seokjin who was staring at him with concern. 


"Nothing to worry about. I'm just going to pick up a few things at my 
office, then leave. For good." Namjoon reassured him. Seokjin watched as 
he left. 


"If anything happens, let me know." He gave him his phone and took an old 
phone he had that was still active. He figured his phone would be easier for 
Seokjin to use, rather than his old phone which was far more complicated to 
understand. "Be safe." Seokjin spoke. 


He nodded, locking the door before leaving Seokjin on his own for about an 
hour and a half. 


~One hour later~ 


The doctor arrived once more to the hospital, feeling very skeptical and 
insecure. He left his car far from the underground parking. Even if he had to 
walk longer than usual to reach it, he would rather take the long walk to 
find his vehicle than to run the risk of getting noticed by any of the men 
who were chasing him yesterday. 


"T'll just get to my office, get my things and go." 


The doctor gathered up everything that was in his office: his personal 
belongings, important documents, ect. Then packed everything in his 


suitcase and closed the office door behind him. He was anxious to leave and 
head back home. 


"What could Seokjin be up to at the moment..." 
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~meanwhile~ 


Seokjin was at home, preparing lunch for when his lover who was taking a 
while at the hospital. 


He finished up in the kitchen, packed up the lunch and was left with nothing 
else to do. 


Namjoon would return soon and that made the man feel less alone. What's 
this? Was Seokjin, a man who has been alone all of his life in a hospital 
room, feeling lonely? He was. 


Nothing felt the same without that special doctor around. But he wasn't too 
upset about it, however, he did fear him getting caught by the men that 
followed them yesterday. 


The best way to calm his mind was by thinking about something else. 
Seokjin didn't have anything else in mind, though. So he just sat down on 
the couch the doctor normally falls asleep in. His scent was always there, 
and it made the vampire feel less alone. 


He lay down, feeling a heaviness in his bones, and closed his eyes; He 
wasn't sleepy, but by feeling some type of contact with the doctor made 
Seokjin feel relaxed. A little bit too relaxed. 

"Dr. Kim." 


The words rotated in his head, making the man feel dizzy. 


"Dr. Kim..." And with those words, he drifted off into a deep sleep. 
Surprisingly. 
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"I'm back." Namjoon kissed Seokjin's forehead, placing his jacket and 
Suitcase down. 


The man stared at Namjoon with tired eyes. 
"Dr. Kim." The words that were stuck to his head, finally exited his mouth. 


"Oh?" The doctor was taken by surprise when Seokjin wrapped his arms 
tightly around him, pulling him down onto the couch. 


"Your scent." He whispered. 


"What about my scent?" The doctor asked, slumping down on the couch 
with Seokjin. 


"T missed it." Seokjin muffled his words into Namjoon's shirt, inhaling his 
cologne deeper. 


Namjoon brushed the man's hair back, exposing his forehead, slightly. 
Although he loved to give as much affection and attention as he could to the 
man, he began to struggle with getting up from the couch since the vampire 
was So attached. 


"Seok-J-Jin-" Namjoon stuttered, trying to lift his own body from the 
couch. 


"Ow! Hey!" He shouts as Seokjin absentmindedly dug his nails into his 
back, causing Namjoon to flinch. The man came to realize what he had 
done and frowned. 


"What was that for?" Namjoon asked him, making the man feel worse. 


"Sorry." He repeated over and over again while stepping back. Namjoon 
stood over him. 


"Why are you acting so clingy? Did you miss me that much?" Seokjin 
continuously nodded. 


Namjoon dragged his finger underneath Seokjin's jaw, then cupped his face 
and pecked him on the lips, softly. 


The man held his arm, slightly tight: A feeling Namjoon was beginning to 
get used to. 


"Come here." He pulled Seokjin in for an embrace, earning a soft groan 
from the man who wasn't used to such as sudden action. 


Seokjin held him tighter, also earning a groan from Namjoon, but from the 
pain radiating from his spine. 


He loosened his grip and gently held onto his lover. 


Namjoon jumped as Seokjin covered him in kisses. He wasn't used to 
receiving this much affection, he was used to giving more than receiving. 
He found it sweet. 


"Did you miss me this much, baby?" The nickname sent chills down the 
man's spine. It was unusual for him to be called by such a name. He wanted 
to return the favor and call Namjoon a passionate name as well. 


"I desire you more than blood, master." His unique use of words was what 
made Seokjin so attractive and mysterious, it's what Namjoon loved about 
him. 


"Master? I could get used to that." Namjoon was lost in thought for a 
moment. The man let go of him. 


"I apologize if I caused you any disturbance with my use of words." He 
looked away for a moment, then found himself in the doctor's embrace once 


more. 


"Your use of words hypnotizes me. They're fascinating, Seokjin." Seokjin 
smirked, flattered by Namjoon. 


"Are you hungry yet?" Namjoon nodded. 


"A little bit, yes." 


"T prepared lunch for you earlier, I'll go get it for you." The man walked 
towards the kitchen, leaving Namjoon to sit on the dining room. 


He returned in a few minutes, placing down a plate of a fruit and vegetable 
salad, dressings, and a drink. 


"You made all of this for me? This is amazing." Namjoon praised, noticing 
a faded blush appear on the man's ears. Strangely enough, the man's ears 
redden more than his cheeks. 


As he watched Namjoon eat, he felt happy. 


"Seokjin, you mentioned earlier that you desired me more than blood." The 
man nodded. 


"When do you feel hungry?" Namjoon continued eating after what he asked 
the man. 


The man stayed quiet for a while. 

He later on proceeded to answer his question, with ease. 

"My hunger gets triggered now and then. But the nurses used to feed me 
once, if I got lucky, twice a year. Maybe. So I would say, I need blood just 


once a year. I wish I didn't need it at all." He muttered. 


"Is there any type of human food your body can sustain?" Namjoon asked 
out of curiosity. 


"Not that I know of, but I'm willing to try anything." 
Namjoon finished eating and walked to the kitchen to wash his plate. 
"Then how about I make something for you to try?" The man agreed. 


"IT guess it can't hurt to try. I'll do it." 
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Ever since Seokjin began to eat regular foods, Namjoon noticed how it 
wasn't affecting him much. It made him feel happy for the man. 


"Seokjin, are you feeling okay? It's the third time you've fallen asleep 
today."" Namjoon caressed Seokjin's back while he sat up, nodding. 


"T'm alright." Namjoon didn't question anything else, he just thought that the 
man needed the extra rest. 


"It's almost time for dinner. I'll call you when it's ready, okay?" The man got 
up. 


"No need to call me, I'm going to help you." Namjoon agreed. Seokjin held 
onto him more than usual, his hands never left the doctor's waist. 


They sat down to eat. 


"Seokjin-" Namjoon's phone rang. The vampire didn't even notice when he 
called out his name, he was acting very calm. A little bit too quiet, 
sometimes. 


The doctor got up to answer his phone call. It was his mother. 
"Of course I remembered, mom. How could I forget?" 


"You're always so busy, Namjoon, I'm not sure when you are available and 
when you aren't. Your father and I would love to have you here on that 
day." His mother was talking about a special gathering they usually do 
every certain month of the year. 


It's like a family gathering. Namjoon enjoys to bond with his family, so he 
agreed on going. The only problem is... 


"Seokjin. That day it's going to be raining with a chance of power outages." 
Namjoon carefully thought things through. 


"Namjoon, are you still there?" His mother startled him. 
"Yes, yes I'm sorry. I was just wondering, my-" He looked over at Seokjin. 


"New roommate, who I met at the hospital a while back, has nothing to do 
on that day and will most likely spend the whole day alone." He readjusted 
his phone because it was slipping from his ear. 


"Oh, well we wouldn't mind having your roommate over. Will you be able 
to come to the event this time? It's just that you make the gathering feel so 
uplifting!" Namjoon thought about everything again. 


"And with your new roommate it'll feel even more special." Although he 
was very unsure about everything, Namjoon didn't want to let his parents 
down, so he accepted to go to the gathering. 


His mother hung up. She sounded very happy. Namjoon was hoping he 
didn't make a decision he would later on regret. He walked back to the 
dining room table and noticed Seokjin was still eating. 


"I was on a phone call with my mother, and I wanted to ask you if you 
would like to come with me to a family gathering in three days." Seokjin 
stopped eating and placed his fork down gently, staring up at the doctor. 


"Dr. Kim, I'm honored to accompany you to such an important event in 
your life. But I'm not sure I would look so pleasant to most people there. I 
don't want my appearance to ruin the night for you and your family as 
well." Namjoon frowned. 


"You wouldn't ruin the night for anyone, Seokjin. Especially not me. I'm the 
one who's honored to bring such a handsome man like you to an event like 
that. However, if you still feel uncomfortable with being in such a big 
crowd of people, then I won't ask you twice. And I won't go either." 


"Why not?" Seokjin asked, surprised. 


"Because that day it's going to rain and the power could go out, and I'm not 
leaving you in the darkness alone. If the lights go out in my parent's house, 
then at least you'll be by my side." The man nods. 


"T'll go." He didn't feel too convinced, but he didn't feel obligated to go 
either. 


They spent the rest of their afternoon thinking on what to wear. 


Namjoon thought about wearing a normal yet fancy looking black suit. He 
gave Seokjin the option on buying him new clothes, or having him borrow 
anything from his closet which contained far too much clothing. The man 
chose the second option and began to mix and match pants, shirts and shoes 
together until he found an outfit that was suitable for that special night. 


"You frightened me." He spoke as Namjoon made him jump up slightly 
when he entered the room and secretly stood behind him. 


"What do you think of this?" Namjoon looked closely at the outfit. 


"I think you're going to look spectacular in that." His compliment reassured 
Seokjin that he made a good decision on the outfit he chose for the 
gathering. 


It wasn't too far from what the younger man was going to be wearing, but it 
certainly was different and very fancy. 


Seokjin felt butterflies accumulate in his stomach as the thought of meeting 
new people made him feel terrified and happy at the same time. 


Come what may, the vampire wasn't going to let his difference from the 
normal human beings bring him down. But there was one thing that kept on 
worrying him, so he spoke to Namjoon about it. 


"Can I ask you something?" Namjoon nodded. 


"Namjoon, do you think this mask will scare them? Should I wear the black 
mask or the white mask?" From the way his voice sounded, Namjoon could 


tell Seokjin was a little bit intimidated by the event which was just three 
days away. 


He cupped his face. 


"No mask. Your handsome face won't scare anyone there, I promise." 
Seokjin trusted the 
doctor's words as they shared a quick kiss together. 


"T hope so." 
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The day finally arrived. 


Although the men already had their clothes prepared for the night, Seokjin 
didn't seem to fit in the outfit he was going to wear. Unfortunately, he was 
too petite for it. So Namjoon left him at the mall with money, while he went 
to get his hair cut and styled. 


Seokjin was currently wearing casual clothes, but nothing too scandalous: 
He didn't want to be noticed by anyone. Not now that he was on his own. 
He sort of felt like a lost puppy without its owner. Namjoon wasn't by his 
side anymore, so he needed to figure out a way 

to become confident enough to search for clothes without making things 
awkward for himself. 


On one hand he was intimidated, but on the other he felt free. 
A store in particular caught his eye. The name of the store was CyberGoth. 


The man found the name was kind of dark, but settle at the same time, 
making it worthy enough for him to automatically walk into it. 


Immediately the first thing he notices when he walks in, is that there's a lot 
of posters all around the walls of rock bands. 


He went further inside and found so much dark clothes: Some which 
contained lace, zippers, rips, and other types of styles he's never seen 


before. 
The store manager went up to him, complimenting his look. 


"My oh my, you definitely belong in this store. Just look at you!" Seokjin 
didn't think of it as a compliment, however. He thought of it as hate. 


"Is my clothing unappealing?" The manager immediately changed the 
sentence he previously mentioned to the man. 


"Not one bit, sir. You could even be one of our models. Are you looking for 
anything in particular?" Seokjin shrugged. 


"Nothing in particular," Something in the store caught his eye. "Except for 
that." 


"Excellent choice. You have great taste in clothing." The manager handed 
him the item which was located on a hanger. Seokjin held it, a grin slowly 
trailing his face. 


"May I try this on?" 


"Of course, right this way." 
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Seokjin bumped into Namjoon randomly, his hands occupied with bags. 


"I can see you found something." Namjoon smiled. His hair was completely 
different. 


"I did. You look amazing." This made the doctor feel happier. 


"Thank you." They walked around the mall for a while, staring at a few 
strangers here and then, in search for any familiar faces. Luckily there were 
none this time. 


As the two men headed towards the elevator, Seokjin noticed a little boy ran 
inside and hugged Namjoon. 


"Dr. Kim!" He greeted him sweetly, accompanied by his mother. 


"Oh, how's my adorable patient doing?" Namjoon tickled the young boy, 
making him laugh as he carried him for a while before placing him down 
safely. 


His mother greeted the doctor, not even bothering to say a word to Seokjin. 


"He certainly missed you. He's been doing so much better, and no more 
injuries." They had a small chat in the elevator before they parted ways as 
soon as it opened, the boy hugged Namjoon one last time and surprisingly 
his mother gave the doctor a hug as well. 


They got in the car without saying a word to each other. 


Namjoon backed out of the parking lot. Seokjin just stared down at the 
items inside of the bags. 


"What did you get for yourself, Seokjin?" The young man asked, staring at 
Seokjin. 


"You will see it tonight. I don't want to spoil anything." The young man 
nodded. He turned his car radio on for a while until they made it home. 


Seokjin grabbed the bags, still looking at Namjoon. 


"Your hair color looks good on you." Namjoon nods, walking into the 
apartment. 


The man entered only a few seconds after Namjoon did. 
"What do we do now?" He asked. 


"I'm covered in hair at the moment, so I think a shower would do me well. 
The gathering starts at around 7:00 P.M., we're leaving around five. In the 
meantime, you should go get ready." Namjoon loosened his collar, slowly 
unbuttoning his shirt and heading to the bathroom. 


Seokjin did as he was told, bringing his bags upstairs. He placed the clothes 
down on the bed. 


He started to get undressed, when Namjoon walked in on him halfway 
naked. His first instinct was to cover the new clothes he bought, not his 
body. 


"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt you. I just forgot my towel." Namjoon 
grabbed his towel, leaving the man alone with a surprised look. He 
wondered what he was doing before he walked in, and what he bought at 
the mall. 


He closed the door, heading back to take a shower. Seokjin continued to 
piece together his outfit. 


For a store with such dark choices of clothing, he managed to find one of 
the most fanciest suits there. 


Once he was fully dressed, he waited in the living room for Namjoon. 


Namjoon entered his room, drying his hair. He still had to fix it again and 
since it was getting late, the man didn't want to waste any time fooling 


around, so he got dressed in his fancy suit, and even wore an earring. He 
likes using his black studs occasionally. 


He checked himself in the mirror one last time, then left the bathroom to go 
find Seokjin. 


He found the man standing in the living room, staring at him. 
Namjoon kept eyeing him from head to toe. 


"Who gave you permission to look this attractive tonight, Mr. Kim. Hmm?" 
He smirked, making his way towards Seokjin. 
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"A really good looking man who told me I could buy what ever my heart 
desired at the mall. He kind of reminds me of you." Seokjin's deep voice 
made Namjoon's heart race. 


Seokjin didn't show his emotions, but on the inside, he was stunned by the 
man in front of him. Namjoon was making him feel emotions he's never felt 
before. 


He was in love with the way he looked. 


"You look so elegant. Everyone's going to envy you for looking this 
handsome, or as you like to call it: Hot." Seokjin winked, circling around 
Namjoon until the younger swung his arm over his waist. 


"I can say the same about you, they're going to adore you." 
He stood up straight, clearing his throat. 


"What a gentleman." Seokjin placed his hand around Namjoon's arm as 
they left the apartment. 


Namjoon held the door open for Seokjin, waited for him to enter the car, 
then he entered the opposite side of the car and turned on the Ignition. 
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A two hour drive was necessary to make for Namjoon to arrive to his 
destination, and they were already late enough, so he sped up in order to get 
there quicker. 


When he stopped the car, Seokjin kept on staring down at himself. 
"Don't be nervous, just be yourself." Namjoon held his hand. 

"Do I really look alright?" The young man caressed Seokjin's face. 
"You look perfect, my love." 


And with that being said, they got down from the car. Namjoon could see 
his mother from far away. 


The house looked like a mansion. Seokjin was in a trance by the way the 
outside of the place looked. 


Everything about the house was beautiful. 


"Mom, this is my roommate, Kim Seokjin." His mother greeted Seokjin, but 
the man didn't know if he should speak to her. What would happen if she 
notices his teeth? 


"It's such a pleasure to meet you, Kim Seokjin. What a handsome young 
man you are!" Seokjin decided to speak. 


"The pleasure is all mine. Thank you for inviting me to such an important 
event, Mrs. Kim." Seokjin bowed down, shaking the woman's hand gently. 


"You're such a charmer. Please, come in." She opened the door. Right away, 
they noticed a lot of people were scattered around everywhere, attending to 
their own things. 


The atmosphere felt relaxing. There wasn't much noise, but there was just 
enough conversation between every individual person there to echo 
throughout the entire house. 


Everybody was dressed up nicely: Some formal and some casual. 


"Please, have a seat." Seokjin thought that Namjoon would sit by his side, 
but he was too distracted by all of his relatives to even get a chance to look 
at him. 


"Well hello. I don't think we've met yet, have we?" A man asked, holding 
two glass cups on either side of his hands. He took the empty seat next to 
Seokjin. 


"T believe not. Good evening, sir." Seokjin lowered his head down so that 
the man didn't notice his teeth. 


"I'm Kim Joowon, Namjoon's brother." The sound of Namjoon's name 
being mentioned echoed through Seokjin's head. He was suddenly 
interested in keeping a conversation with this strange, yet handsome 
looking man that sat down next to him. 


"It's an honor to meet you. I'm Kim Seokjin, Dr. Kim's patient." Namjoon's 
mother overheard Seokjin when he mentioned the word "Patient" and went 
to speak with him. 


"Namjoon's patient? But I thought you were my son's roommate." 


Seokjin wished he wouldn't have even spoken in the first place. 
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Namjoon's POV: 
"Guys! Guys, I'm still me." 


"Ah. We don't believe you, the real Namjoon would be drinking THIS." 
One of my closest cousin's, who is almost like a sister to me, brought out a 
bottle of my favorite wine. 


"I stopped drinking it because at one point, I got so drunk that I texted 
Yoongi for help because I thought someone had broken into my apartment." 
The few people around me gasped as I had gotten their attention. 


"So then he texts back "Look behind you.", I turn around and saw him 
standing next to me with a phone on his hand. He goes "A burglar didn't 
break into your apartment, it was me." and when he starts laughing, I go 
"Yoongi? Why are you trying to rob me?" J still thought I was going to get 
robbed by my own best friend!" Laughter filled the house and I became the 
gossip of the night, when everyone kept on telling each other stories about 
me. 


I take the glass of wine my cousin had originally given me and grab an 
extra one for Seokjin. When I make my way back to the large living room, I 
find him talking with my brother. He already seemed to get along with him 
because he wasn't worried about showing his fangs while laughing. 


"Are you hungry?" I stood hidden around the crowd for a while to remain 
unnoticed, just to eavesdrop on their conversation. 


"I. can bring you something If you'd like." Seokjin kept on shaking his head. 
He looks very uncomfortable, I'll go sit by his side. 


"Sorry I took so long." I noticed how disappointed my brother looked at me. 


"Was I interrupting something?" He just shook his head. 


"Not at all. I was just talking to this very kind man. He's such a well 
mannered guy, Joon. I 
find him very appealing.” Did he just wink at Seokjin? 


"You find me appealing? How sweet." Did Seokjin wink back?... At least I 
know he's having a fun time. 


"I know. He's an absolute charmer." I excuse myself while getting up. 
Seokjin got up as well. 


We make our way towards the kitchen and pick something to eat. 
"Everything smells delicious." 

"It does." Seokjin turned his head to face me. 

He softly spoke, holding his plate. 


I kept walking around the kitchen which had plenty of food to choose from. 
As I finished filling up my plate with a regular amount of healthy foods, 
and some not so healthy foods, Seokjin had disappeared. 


"Where could he be now?" 


Every spot in the house was crowded: The living room, dining room, 
kitchen. What room wasn't crowded? This made me feel anxious. Not 
because I'm claustrophobic, but because there are too many places in this 
house, Seokjin could easily get lost... And I don't trust him on his own yet. I 
have to find him. 


"Dr. Kim." I spun around hearing his voice. Seokjin was holding a plate of 
food which consisted of a medium rare steak and a small amount of rice. 
Along with a glass of wine. 


His meal was similar to mine, only I had salad as well. 


"Let's sit here." Seokjin nodded at me. We placed our plates and drinks 
down to pull the chairs out to sit. I sit down and notice someone was 
helping Seokjin sit by pulling his chair. 


"Thank you." The man who pulled the chair out for Seokjin also sat down 
in between us, separating me from him. 


"Enjoy your meal, handsome." That voice was too familiar for me to not 
recognize it. 


"Joowon." 
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Namjoon didn't mind that his brother was sitting next to him and Seokjin, 
eating. What he did mind was the way Joowon kept staring at Seokjin, 
nonstop. The man was enchanting, Namjoon was very well aware of that, 
but he wanted to be next to Seokjin for this special event, not have 
somebody else cut in between them. 


Each time he tried to sneak a peek at him, his brother would be blocking 
Seokjin's view. 


"Seokjin, are-" Namjoon was in the middle of asking Seokjin an important 
question, seeing the man look so odd, but didn't get to complete his 
sentence. 


"This food is amazing, mom." His brother was beginning to annoy him. 


"Thanks, Joowon. What about you two? Are you enjoying the night so far?" 
Seokjin and Namjoon both nodded at the woman as she also took a seat on 
the table. 


Pretty soon, everybody was seated around the large dining room table. So 
many people were talking about different topics, but somehow Seokjin and 
Namjoon were the only ones who were completely spaced out. The vampire 
finished his meal, as did Namjoon. 


"Leave your plates," Joowon prevented them from walking to the kitchen. 
"The maids will take care of it." As if magic, two ladies appeared in front of 
Seokjin and Namjoon, removing the plates out of their way. They thanked 
them. The maids retreated back to the kitchen. Namjoon still felt an uneasy 
feeling, not being able to see Seokjin. 


Maybe he was being a little bit paranoid about it and maybe he just had to 
relax and let Seokjin be, he thought. 


"How are you doing?" Another person sat down next to Seokjin and began 
talking to him. 


"Doing well." The man lowered his head to greet the person, then ignored 
them. He doesn't normally start conversations, and he's not that good at 
keeping one stable. Not now that he felt kind of weak. 


The event ended, but the night wasn't over. Namjoon was saying goodbye to 
his family members. There were so many that it took him quite a while to 
leave. On his way out, he found Seokjin talking to Joowon. 


"Care to accompany me there?" Namjoon ran towards them, interrupting 
their conversation just like before. 


"T appreciate the offer sir, but I'm really not interested in clubbing." Seokjin 
held Namjoon's arm, the doctor knew that he felt awkward. 


"It'll be fun though. You can relax on the lounge couches, listen to peaceful 
music. What do you say?" He insisted. 


"He already told you no." Namjoon spoke for the man. 


"T wasn't asking you. I was asking Seokjin, so let him decide." Joowon gave 
Namjoon a death stare. 


"But I thought clubbing was for drinking alcoholic beverages and dancing 
to obnoxiously loud music..." Seokjin spoke up. 


"He's right, let's go home." Namjoon turned around to leave, then turned 
back when he noticed Joowon had taken Seokjin. 


"He's coming to the club with me. He even agreed on going, right 
handsome?" Joowon smirked. Seokjin nodded. 


"I want to see what it looks like." Namjoon held him by the wrist before 
letting him step foot into Joowon's car. 


"Fine, we'll go. But I'm taking him in my car." Joowon disagreed with him. 


"You are allowed to ride along with us, but you aren't allowed to take him 
with you." The tension between the two brothers became heavy, however to 
avoid any fights, they came to an agreement that Namjoon would drive to 
the club. Joowon placed his keys in his pockets, then got on the front seat. 


"Seokjin was sitting here before." Namjoon pointed at the vampire who was 
already taking a seat in the back of the car. He didn't mind: The back of 
Namjoon's car is very spacious. 


"Good, that way I could smell the cologne he has on him the entire ride." 
Joowon smiled innocently, sitting in the front seat. Namjoon slammed his 
own door rather rough, not caring about it. 


Halfway through the ride there, Joowon refused to stop talking about the 
man in the back. 


"Seokjin, of all people at the party, you were dressed the best." 
"You sir, are extremely handsome." 


"Seokjin, your cologne is amazing." Namjoon stopped the car on a red light, 
allowing the vampire to answer all of Joowon's endless questions. 


"Thank you for your appreciation towards me, I enjoy being praised. Your 
scent is very strong as well, sir." 


"Your hear that? He called me sir." Joowon said to Namjoon who decided 
to talk after a long hour of not saying a word to any of them. 


"Of course Seokjin was dressed best, anything he wears looks good on him. 
And he calls me sir all of the time, so don't think you're so special, 'brother’. 
And stop sniffing around, you look like a dog." Namjoon snapped. 


"Is it my fault Seokjin smells so damn good? Hmm?" Joowon's words made 
Seokjin feel bad. 


"I'm sorry if my scent is bothersome to you, Joowon." His voice sounded 
full of regret, Namjoon sped up in anger. 


"Not one bit, my dear! Your scent is delightful!!" 


"Don't call him that. Don't shout so loud. You know what? Just keep quiet 
until we arrive to the club. Understand?" Seokjin said yes, thinking that 
Namjoon was talking about him. 


"Not you, Seokjin. I was talking about Joowon." He deeply sighed, 
annoyed. 


Despite telling the man he wasn't directing his warning towards him, 
Seokjin didn't make a sound for the rest of the ride. 


In fact, no one in the car said a word until they made it to the club. The 
outside of it was elegant, the music was very loud and not peaceful as 
Joowon had previously mentioned to Seokjin. The vampire was more 
intimidated by loud noises, and felt nervous, so he didn't leave Namjoon's 
side. 


Namjoon of course didn't let the man escape him either, he held onto him to 
keep him out of harm. That was until they walked into the club and Joowon 
began to get drunk off of heavy beverages, then started to stare at Seokjin 
with hungry eyes. 


"Seokjin, don't move from here. I'm going to use the restroom." Namjoon 
knew he shouldn't leave the man on his own, but he had been holding back 
on using the bathroom for a few solid hours and at the gathering he drank 
an unusual amount of wine. 


When he was gone for two minutes, Joowon leaned closer to Seokjin. 


"Shall we dance?" 
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Seokjin politely declined the drunk man's offer, unfortunately the man 
wouldn't take no for an answer. He ended up getting dragged into the 
crowded dance floor where thousands of human beings were dancing. The 
smell of flesh invaded Seokjin's nose. 


"Move your body, handsome!!" Joowon was cheering, grabbing Seokjin by 
the waist. 


"Let go of me!" The vampire became aggressive towards him and pushed 
him so hard, he fell over a couch. 


Seokjin knew what he did was wrong, but before regret could enter his 
mind, adrenaline took him over. The man he pushed was bleeding slightly. 
The scent of his blood was filling up in the vampire's lungs. 


He stormed out of the club immediately, feeling his vision get blurry. 


"He's crazy!" Namjoon overheard people talking about a man who had 
gotten aggressive with someone in the club while he was drying his hands. 
He got out of the restroom and looked at the crowd of people swarming 
around Joowon. 


"What happened?" He asked. Joowon groaned in response. 
"Seokjin." The way he replied worried Namjoon. 


"What happened to him? Where is he!" Joowon wouldn't reply, still shocked 
about what had just occurred, so Namjoon ran out of the club and found 
Seokjin in a dark alley with something in his mouth. 


"Seokjin! Thank God I found you, what did Joowon do to you! Seokjin?" 
He touched the heated man's shoulder as the other dropped the thing he had 
in his mouth, growling. 


Seokjin was eating a live animal. Blood was dripping out of his mouth. As 
soon as he came down from his temptation and realized what was in his 
mouth, the man began 

throwing up. 


Namjoon himself was gagging at the sight of the dead animal, but he had to 
attend to Seokjin before asking him anything. 


"I can only consume food for less than two days, or else I become very 
weak and my body 

can reject it as food is a poison to me. I'm terribly sorry." Seokjin's body 
tipped over. 


"Why didn't you tell me this before? Well... It doesn't matter. I'm glad I 
know now. Hold onto me, I'll help you get to the car." 


The thought of seeing Joowon made Seokjin feel guilty. 
"What about your brother?" 


"He's not coming along with us. I won't let him near you ever again, I 
promise." The doctor unlocked his car, opening the door for Seokjin. 


"It wasn't his fault. It was mine. I was tempted by so many human beings in 
the club. I must go back to apologize." Seokjin turned around and got inside 
of the club. Everyone immediately left the club, or hid behind the bar. 


"Sir, I deeply regret the amount of pain I caused you." He helped Joowon 
get up. Joowon wiped the blood off of his lips. 


"It's okay." He was now sobered up, and thought that everything was 
mainly his own fault. 


"I'm the one who should be apologizing to you, my dear. I shouldn't have 
treated you that 

way. Where are my manners? Please forgive me." Seokjin forgave the man, 
only because he pitied him. 


"Hey poser, let's get you out of here." Namjoon joked, wrapping his arm 
around Joowon and Seokjin's shoulders. 


"What did you call me? And why are you separating me from this cutie?" 
"Watch your mouth when referring to Seokjin." Namjoon warned. 


"Why? Is it going somewhere? Pfft, I doubt that a mouth can just 
disappear!" He laughs. 


"It might not disappear, but it'll turn purple if you don't behave yourself." 
Joowon didn't pay attention and just faked that he was fainting. 


"Joowon." Seokjin helped him up. 
"I don't feel too good." 


"Neither does Seokjin, but do you hear him complaining?" Namjoon said, 
walking away. 


Seokjin didn't leave Joowon, even though he was already in the backseat of 
the car. 


"Dr. Kim, I'm going to stay guarding Joowon. It's the least I can do after all 
the trouble I caused him." This took the doctor by surprise. 


He allowed Seokjin to do so, but he adjusted his mirror to get a better view 
of what they were doing in the back of his car. He didn't want to run the risk 
of Joowon blabbering something inappropriate to the man. 


Moments later, everything was silent. Just when things couldn't get any 
worse, Namjoon saw Joowon kept on touching Seokjin's face, even though 
the man kept on trying to keep Joowon's hands away from his face. He 
doesn't like anybody to touch his face. 


"What are you doing?" Joowon slurred. 


"I'm guarding you, sir. Please remain seated." Seokjin said, without interest. 


"You're my guardian angel for the night?" Namjoon listened closer. 


"I'm the opposite of what an angel is, Joowon." This made the other man 
grin, rubbing his hands against his together, in a devious matter. 


"So you're going to be my little devil for the night, aren't you?" He 
seductively spoke, increasing his brother's jealousy. 


Namjoon gripped onto the steering wheel, feeling his temperature begin to 
rise. 


"Keep your comments to yourself, Joowon." 


For a while Joowon was calm and didn't even say a single word. Namjoon 
was proud of himself for scolding him. 


He was now driving in peace. To him, his brother had already fallen fast 
asleep from the amount of alcohol he had previously consumed from both 
the event and the club, so he wouldn't be bothering him or Seokjin anymore. 


It was 12:00 A.M. now, so it was darker than when they first left the 
apartment. Traffic wasn't as heavy like other times when Namjoon is 
driving, clearing the path for him to get Joowon home faster and get him 
away from Seokjin. 


After the deadly silence within the car, a voice echoed from the backseat. 


"Sir, I asked you nicely before." Even though Seokjin's voice was low, 
Namjoon still heard it. 


"What's going on now?" He turned on the light inside of his car and caught 
Joowon unbuttoning Seokjin's suit, halfway. 


"One last time. I'm going to tell you this one last time, and you better hear 
me! Keep your hands to yourself!" Joowon apologized, retreating from 
Seokjin. Seokjin was relived and the doctor was more than pissed off. He 
was getting closer to Joowon's house. 


"What about my car? I think it misses me." Joowon asked. 


"You can claim your car tomorrow when you aren't drunk." Namjoon 
slowed down when he was finally near his brother's house. 


"We're here." The doctor got out of his car and immediately opened the 
door for Joowon. 


"One last thing before I go." He innocently spoke. 


"Alright, just make it quick." The doctor crossed his arms, staring at his 
brother. 


He suddenly ubfolded them and in a matter of seconds then he dragged 
Joowon out of the car, pushing him aside. 


The cause of it? Joowon attempted to kiss Seokjin. 


He didn't even turn around to see if his brother had gotten inside of his 
home safely, he backed away from the driveway and drove off. 


~a few minutes later~ 


"Dr. Kim." Seokjin tried getting the man's attention, but Namjoon was lost 
in his own anger. 


"Dr. Kim..." When the older man spoke up, Namjoon heard him. 


"What is it?" Although he was trying his best to answer nicely, he just 
couldn't. 


"TI feel discomfort." He just hummed in response to Seokjin. 


"It's okay, Joowon won't bother you ever again, my love. Why don't you sit 
over here next to me?" Namjoon reached out to hold his hand, but the 
vampire's hands were occupied. 


He was breathing heavily. 


"It's not that type of discomfort, sir." Hearing that nickname made Namjoon 
completely ignore the rest of Seokjin sentence. 


"That's right. I'm the only one you should be calling sir, not Joowon." He 
stopped at another red light, getting the chance to pay attention to Seokjin. 


He saw him squeezing his eyes tightly. 


"Are you alright?" Namjoon turned the light of the car back on, disturbing 
Seokjin's eyesight. 


The man had his hands folded in between his legs. 


"Do you need to use the restroom?" The light changed to green, distracting 
Namjoon from what the man was doing. 


He found it strange that he wasn't responding to him anymore. 


Namjoon didn't think much of it, he just focused on driving back home 
safely. 


It was almost two o' clock in the morning by the time they arrived to the 
apartment. Namjoon got out of his car and Seokjin followed behind him. 


"What's wrong, sweetheart?" Namjoon kissed Seokjin's head while 
grabbing him by the waist. The man was walking slow with a slight limp. 


His breathing had slowed down as well, as if he wasn't breathing at all. His 
eyes were darker, and there was a dark sinister grin marked across his face. 


Namjoon felt him grip onto his shirt, violently. 


"Namjoon, I need you." 
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---NSFW--- 
Namjoon now understood what was wrong with the man. 
~flashback~ 


"Sir, please control yourself."" He remembered when Joowon was leaning 
on top of Seokjin's lap, he noticed his shirt was getting unbuttoned but what 
he didn't see was when Joowon had unzipped Seokjin's pants. Seokjin 
stopped him, zipping them back up, but Joowon was too drunk and 
continued to bother the poor man. By the time Namjoon left Joowon home, 
Seokjin had already developed an unwanted erection. 
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"How did I not notice it before, you mentioned it so many times." Namjoon 
had to figure 
out a way to escape from Seokjin's grip. 


He had to push his body off of him to talk to him, but Seokjin just slumped 
down to the floor like when toddlers make tantrums. Only instead of 
kicking and screaming, the man was hugging his knees. 


Namjoon got down to his level. 


"T don't understand what's happening to me. Please, help me." He didn't 
know how to explain this to him, he wasn't sure if he would be able to 
understand it. But he was a doctor, and he needed to make sure his patients 
were always aware of what was wrong with them. 


"Calm down, Seokjin. Look at me. What's happening to you is normal ina 
man, you need to get up." Seokjin's eyes were dilated, but not because he 
was hungry, but because he was horny. 


Namjoon was about to help him up, but Seokjin got up on his own. 


"Seokjin, you have an erection. That sounds kind of weird, but it's the truth. 
I'm a doctor and I can't lie to my patient." Namjoon was stuttering the closer 
Seokjin approached him. 


"I'm not your patient, Dr. Kim..." Seokjin held Namjoon's waist and 
dragged him upstairs, Namjoon had given into his temptation and just 
allowed him to do what ever he wanted to. 


"I'm yours." 


Everything was dark in the room because Namjoon forgot to turn on the 
lights and Seokjin was lost in another world to even pay attention to the 
darkness. To him, he could only see Namjoon and nothing else. 


Namjoon couldn't resist him, he began to remove his own clothes. He 
couldn't see anything, but he didn't need to. 


"You will always be mine, Seokjin." He caressed Seokjin's hair, then 
grabbed his waist. 


Namjoon thought that things would go normal and that they would make 
love like they normally do: Calm, soft, and passionately. But oh, he was 
wrong. Very wrong. 


Seokjin reached down and began to stroke the man. This action lead 
Namjoon to insanity. 

But before he melted in his arms from the amount of friction, he came to his 
senses and held the vampire's hands, pinning them above his head. 


Seokjin didn't fight for dominance, he enjoys receiving the pleasure that 
Namjoon gives him. 


"Make me yours to prove your statement to be true, Kim Namjoon." 
Hearing his full name come out of Seokjin mouth sent chills throughout 
Namjoon's body. 


Without saying another word, he lifted Seokjin's body onto his and lowered 
him. 


The amount of pleasure was taking over Seokjin, as the pain he felt was 
temporary. 


Namjoon was getting numb to Seokjin's nails digging into his skin, just like 
the other was numb to the pain he felt when Namjoon's length invaded him 
on the inside. 


When he made sure Seokjin was adjusted to him, he swiveled his hips back 
and forth, causing a slight discomfort at first, but as his pace quickened, 
Seokjin desired the sensation more and more each time. His voice rarely 
ever made an echo, not even the first time they made love to each other. 
This time however, the man was groaning roughly and sometimes audible 
moans escaped his mouth whenever the amount of lust took him over. 


Namjoon held Seokjin's hips in place. He too was lost in lust, he too was 
feeling the pleasure and ignoring the sins his body was committing. 


Where there is love, there is always sin. It's inevitable. And the two men 
proved this to each other step by step within each sound that left their 
bodies, their voices, and their soul. 


They couldn't care less about anything else, what mattered to them most at 
the moment was the immense pleasure they were getting high off of. 


Their adrenaline levels were through the roof, signalling it was all coming 
to an end. 


As Namjoon's pace quickened, Seokjin begged him. Not for mercy, but for 
more. He wanted more and Namjoon was giving the man all that his heart 
and body desired, because he also desired the same. 


"Doctor... Kim." His body was overfilling with emotions. He wasn't sure 
what to say or do, but he knew that he wanted this moment to last forever. 


"Call me Namjoon." Namjoon gripped Seokjin's bottom harder as he moved 
faster. 


Seokjin was experiencing a familiar feeling inside of his stomach. His 
breathing became faster than Namjoon's thrusts. 


"As... You wish..." He gritted his teeth, pushing his head back. His speech 
was becoming slightly distorted. 


Everything was turning red in Seokjin's vision. He could no longer contain 
himself. 


"Namjoon!" 


With one last thrust, the young man and Seokjin released, creating a mess 
within their own bodies and the bedsheets. 


They lay down, hyperventilating on top of each other. 


"T've never felt this before." Seokjin placed his hand over Namjoon's chest 
and heard his heart beating fast. 


"I wish to experience it again someday." He stared at Namjoon who was 
still catching his breath. 


"Hell yeah." After a short laughter, they share one last kiss before ending 
their lustful night. 
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"He's already cooking? Wow." The smell of breakfast invaded Namjoon's 
nostrils, he knew that the man was downstairs again. 


He gets up early and opens his closet. There was a big mess all around his 
room: The clothes was spread everywhere, the bedsheets were all bumpy 
and wrinkled, the pillows were on the floor near the shoes. 


Overall, there was too much to clean up. Namjoon wasn't even worried 
about the mess, despite his phobia of messes, he remembered the crazy 
night he had with Seokjin and his worries disappeared. 


"If only the mess we made could disappear as well." He started picking up 
the clothes from the floor while putting a T-shirt over his head and his 
pants. 


He started to organize everything, starting by his closet. 


"Let's see, the clothes is all done." Namjoon walked by a man who was 
sitting on the bed. 


"Good morning, Dr. Kim." 
"Good morning, my love-" He passed him by again and rubbed his eyes. 


"If you're here..." His worry grew when he realized that there was someone 
downstairs. 


"Stay here." Seokjin obeyed, getting up. 


Namjoon poked his head to get a glimpse of who was downstairs, and saw 
his brother was downstairs. 


"Joowon?" He saw Joowon in the kitchen. 


"Namjoon. I'm so sorry about last night." Namjoon was confused. 


"It's alright, you were drunk. But... How did you get in here? The door was 
locked." 


His brother shook his head. 


"No, Joon. The door was open when I got in here. I was going to call you, 
but seeing the door open I just let myself in. Are you hungry?" Namjoon 
wasn't in the mood to argue over anything. 


He knew that his brother can sometimes overly react when he's drunk, so he 
forgave him, after all, the night he had with Seokjin made up for everything 
that he put them through so in a way he kind of thanked Joowon. 


"Why are you laughing?" Joowon caught Namjoon daydreaming about the 
vampire. 


Namjoon shook his head, smiling. 


"Well aren't you in a good mood today." His brother smiled back. His smile 
is almost the same as Namjoon's: He has very puffy eyes and he also has 
dimples on each side of his cheeks. 


"Good morning." Both Namjoon and Joowon were in shock. The younger 
brother quickly shielded the older from observing his boyfriend. 


Seokjin was unaware, but he had walked downstairs wearing the same 
earrings he had on last night. Just his earnings... His body was completely 
exposed. 


"Don't you dare open your eyes." Namjoon tied the apron Joowon had on to 
his eyes. 


"Too late, I already saw everything." 


Seokjin was confused as to why Namjoon was grabbing him by the arm, 
dragging him upstairs. 


"Did I do something bad?" The man asked, walking at the same pace as 
Namjoon. 


"Yes! No. No, I mean." Namjoon handed him over clean clothes. 
"I was naked?" Seokjin's eyes widened. 
"How unfortunate, I didn't realize this sooner." He began to get dressed. 


"Unfortunate indeed!" Joowon shouted from downstairs. Namjoon grabbed 
a pillow and threw it at him. 


"It smells just like Seokjin. Thanks, brother! I'll keep him with me 
everywhere I go!" Seokjin finished getting dressed and went downstairs 
only to find Joowon and Namjoon playing tug-of-war with a pillow. 


"Enough." He grabbed the pillow, separating the two brothers. 


"My dear, breakfast is served." Joowon pulled a seat out for Seokjin to sit, 
and Namjoon sat down instead. 


"Thanks dear, I'll gladly enjoy this breakfast." Namjoon mocked the 
nickname Joowon made up for the vampire, as the vampire just giggled, 
sitting down next to Namjoon. 


"Let's all just eat in peace, please." Seokjin pleaded. The two men stopped 
their argument for him and just ate without saying a word to each other. 


A few minutes into eating breakfast, Seokjin began to yawn. Namjoon 
didn't think much of it because they did go to sleep really late. 


"T'll wash the dishes." Namjoon grabbed Seokjin's plate at the same time as 
Joowon. 


"T'll wash them, don't worry." 


"We'll both wash them." He walked back to the kitchen, leaving Seokjin on 
his own to go wash the dishes with his brother. 


Seokjin laughed in silence: It amused him to see the two men acting so 
childish. His laughter wasn't long lived, though. 


As he got up, his body shut down and he fainted. 


The sound of glass breaking in the kitchen was the last thing he managed to 
hear before his eyes shut. 


Joowon stepped back, wondering why Namjoon broke his own cup. He saw 
when he ran towards a body laying on the floor. 


"Seokjin..." 
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Seokjin woke up in the room he was in before, Joowon was next to him. 


"Namjoon! Namjoon he's awake." Namjoon rushed upstairs to check on 
him. 


"Thank God, you had me worried, Seokjin. What happened to you?" 
Namjoon saw when Joowon left the room for him to talk to Seokjin in 
private. Seokjin stared at Namjoon in silence before saying anything. 


"T should have told you sooner, but I wanted to survive last night at the 
event." He sat up with Namjoon's help. 


"T can't eat human food. It makes my body get weak and often puts me to 
sleep without me realizing it." 


They continued to talk until Seokjin felt energized like before. When 
Namjoon made sure Seokjin was feeling better, he left him lying down in 
bed and switched his computer on. 


"How is he?" Joowon asked. 


"He's alright." Namjoon replied while typing quickly. His brother didn't ask 
him anymore questions, he just sat down on a couch that was a little more 
farther away from where Namjoon was sitting. 


The doctor researched what could happen if a vampire has consumed 
human food and over 10,000 results popped up. He clicked on the first link 
he found, hoping it would lead him to finding out what was wrong with 
Seokjin. 


So many said: 


"Vampires don't digest food normally like humans do, so they just drink 
blood." 


"Vampires can't eat food, they will cough it up." 

"Vampires only need blood to live." 

While others said: 

"Vampires can eat human food." 

"Vampires can eat food daily like any regular human being." 
"Although they can eat food, Vampires mostly survive on blood." 
So many results, and Namjoon didn't know what to opinionate. 
"It's alright, I'm here." 


"Thank you." Namjoon heard noises coming from the bathroom. He put his 
computer down and went to check out where they were coming from. He 
found Seokjin bend over the toilet seat and Joowon rubbing his back to 
comfort him. 


"Are you throwing up?" Seokjin nodded without staring at Namjoon. 
The young man went towards Seokjin. 


"It's okay." He copied the action his brother was previously doing and 
rubbed the vampire's back to support him. 


NNSs 


Namjoon never gave Seokjin human food ever since that day, and when he 
stopped, the man started to gain his energy back and seemed happier than 
before. 


"I'm heading to my new job interview today. The old one wasn't paying well 
enough and the place was overall pretty unsanitary." He spoke over the 
phone with Yoongi. 


"T quit mine too. Hoseok and I own a coffee shop now and we would like 
you to visit it someday." Namjoon agreed. 


"Yeah, I'll head over there any day, man." It's been a long time since he had 
spoken with his best friend, he kind of missed talking to him. 


"Thanks. So tell me: Would you ever consider going back to your old job?" 
An image of Seokjin popped up into Namjoon's head. He saw the man 
smiling and acting so happy around him. 


"No amount of money could ever make me go back to that hospital, Yoongi. 
Money can't buy happiness." A loud outburst of laughter was heard from 
the other line. 


"If money can't buy happiness, then how do you explain my new coffee 
shop? That's going to make me happy for years!" Yoongi and Hoseok 


giggled. 


"Yeah? I'm guessing you two don't need anything else but money to make 
you happy then, 

so of course you wouldn't mind living separately, right?" The laughter 
stopped. 


"Money doesn't mean everything in the world to me." Hoseok said. 


"Thought so." Namjoon later on hung up as he had arrived at the new 
hospital building. 


He found something shiny on the bottom of his car seat. 


"Hello there, old friend." It was his camera. He remembered all of the good 
times and not so good times he had when recording his old videos at the 
hospital. 


"I won't be using you any time soon... I don't feel alone anymore." He put 
the camera away and got out of the car. 


"Time for a new start." 


He inhaled deeply, releasing all of his stress into thin air before walking to 
the building. It was more modern than the old one, and he read the reviews 
of it online and from what he could see, there were no bad reviews. Most of 
them had four to five stars and positive feedback, so he knew this was a 
safer environment than the other hospital. 


"Good morning, I'm Kim Namjoon. It's nice to meet you, sir." He shook the 
man's hand while taking a seat. 


"Good morning, Kim Namjoon. Tell me a little bit about yourself." A 
woman crossed her arms. She seemed nice. 


"Welcome to your new job, Dr. Kim!" She congratulated him. 

"Thank you so much! When do I start?" 

"Today." Namjoon was happy. 

"Thank you, I won't let you down, boss!" He exited her office. 

"T can't wait to tell Seokjin." 

"Seokjin, I'm home, sweetheart. I got the job!!" 

Silence. 

"Seokjin!" Namjoon happily called out to the man. He even ran upstairs and 
opened the door to his room, expecting the man to be sitting on the bed or 
something. 


But everywhere he searched, the apartment appeared to be empty. 


"Seokjin?" He grabbed his keys. 


"Where could he be? He couldn't just disappear. What if the crazy people 
from the old hospital found him?" Bad thoughts surrounded the man's head. 


He turned his head to see all of the people in the streets and paid close 
attention to their faces. None of them were Seokjin. Not a single one. 


There were too many places in Seoul that he could easily get lost in. 
Namjoon was about to lose his mind when he received a phone call. 


It was his brother's phone number. 

"Joowon, can I call you back, please?" Namjoon got an unexpected reply. 
"Dr. Kim, it's me." He immediately recognized that voice. 

"Seokjin!? Where are you?" 


"Don't get mad at Joowon, your brother was only being nice and decided to 
take me out of the apartment for a while." As long as Seokjin was alright, 
then Namjoon didn't mind his brother taking him out of the house. What's 
the worst that could happen, right? 


"That's okay. Which park or beach are you located at?" A long silence took 
over. 


"Seokjin where did Joowon take you to?" Namjoon was becoming a little 
bit impatient. 


"He didn't take me to any of those locations, sir. I'm in his house." Namjoon 
turned his flicker on to switch directions immediately. 


"Okay, I'll be there in about one hour maybe, depending on the traffic. 
Where is my brother anyways?" 


Namjoon didn't want to sound possessive, but the fact that his brother met 
Seokjin yesterday and just took him to his house a week later sounded 
weird. There wasn't anything bad about Seokjin having friends, but he 
knows his brother and Joowon can get 

very out of hand when he's drunk. He worried for Seokjin safety. 


The way his voice sounded was also a little bit off. He almost sounded 
inaudible. 


He had to find the fastest route to Joowon's house now. 


"I'm right here, don't freak out." Speaking of his brother, he appeared 
moments later on the phone call. 


"There you are." Namjoon put his phone on speaker to drive without 
holding it up to his ear so much. 


"Next time warn me." Namjoon was confused. 


"Warn you? You should have warned me before taking Seokjin out of the 
house. What are you talking about?" His brother was laughing. 


"You didn't tell me Seokjin was a hybrid. And what an adorable hybrid he 
is." 


Namjoon hung up. 
"Don't get mad at Joowon." Seokjin's words roamed around his head. 


"Please be safe, Seokjin." 
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Namjoon's POV: 


Traffic prevented me from getting to Joowon's house sooner, and the wait 
was killing me. 


I need to know if Seokjin is okay. Why would he mention the word 
"Hybrid", does he know now that Seokjin is a vampire? I don't trust those 
two alone for anything in the world. 


Not after that night at the club. 


"Come on, move." | honk my horn at a car who was glued to the ground 
apparently because it wasn't moving an inch forward. This is the reason the 
traffic was so heavy. 


There was nothing I could do about it. It's not like it was in power to get 
down from my car and get into that other person's car to move him or her 
out of the way, so I had to wait a solid ten minutes just for that person to 
leave. 


However, right after the car left, the light changed to red two times in a row 
so I was still stranded in between all of this traffic. 


I received another call from Joowon. 

"T'm stuck in the middle of this traffic, but I'll be there soon." 

"Take all the time you need." What did he mean by that? 

"What are you implying? Hello? Joowon, I swear-" I bang my steering 


wheel, accidentally honking the horn. A few random cars honked back and 
started a chain. This was not helping me at the moment. 


Why does he want me to arrive late? Why is Seokjin acting so suspicious? 
This can't be good. I have a very bad feeling about everything that's 
happening. 


"T can't take this never ending chain of traffic. I'll be here for ages." I use 
my brain to think of another route to get to my brother's house. A lightbulb 


turned on when I found another exit. 


Yes. This way I'll get there in no time. 
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The man atrived at his brother's house after a few minutes, then waited for 
him to open the door when he knocked. He got no response the first time so 
he tried again, but there was still no one. 


"Joowon, I'm here." He texted him and saw that his message was read, but 
not answered. 


The door suddenly opened, allowing the man to let himself in. 


"Brother? Seokjin? Hello?" He looked around the house. There are too 
many rooms in Joowon's house, Seokjin could be anywhere. 


Namjoon found his brother with Seokjin moments later, ending his anxiety 
and angst. 


"Namjoon, there you are. It took you long enough." Joowon said. 


"Why didn't you answer my text? I've been knocking on the door for ages." 
Namjoon went over to Seokjin, hugging him. In response to the embrace, 
the vampire pulled away and just stood by Namjoon's side without making 
eye contact with him. 


"Seokjin..."" He noticed that the vampire was keeping direct eye contact with 
the blank wall. 


"Are you listening to me, Joon?" Joowon raised his voice, alarming 
Namjoon. 


"Say it again." His brother passed by Seokjin and stroked his hair gently. 
"Let's go to the living room. Seokjin, darling please stay here." Namjoon 


felt the jealousy building up inside of him by hearing Joowon give a new 
pet name to Seokjin as if he was his property. 


They sat down. Namjoon knew he had to speak what was on his mind or it 
would bother him for the rest of the day. 


"What's with the names? Didn't I tell you to stop doing that?" His brother 
nods. 


"My bad. I can't restrain myself from calling him cute names. Why didn't 
you tell me he was a vampire?" Namjoon got up. 


"That's something you didn't need to know of. Seokjin! We're leaving!" 


The man shyly walked out of the room he was in, blinking frequently with 
confusion. 


"Yes, sir." He stood far from both of the men, watching them in silence. His 
attitude reminded Namjoon of when he first met him, because Seokjin was 
acting as if they were complete strangers to each other. 


"Seokjin, I'll be seeing you around." Joowon caressed Seokjin's chin. 
Namjoon held onto the man to keep him away from his brother. 


He stayed silent as he walked with Namjoon. 
"Get in." Namjoon opened the car door. 


"I told you not to get mad, Joonie." The man saw Joowon standing behind 
him. 


To prevent things from getting worse, he got away from Namjoon's brother 
and got in the car. 


Namjoon started the engine and drove off. 
"Seokjin, why did you tell Joowon that you were a vampire?" 


"I told you, did I not? Joowon is your brother and I think that he should 
know as well." 


The young man continued to drive in silence. 


Seokjin didn't say anything else. 


A loud warning on Namjoon's phone startled both of them. Namjoon was 
going to switch lanes and couldn't see what the message read, so Seokjin 
read it for him. 


"Thunder storm warning for this afternoon ending late in the evening 
including: Heavy rain, strong wind gusts, thunder, and possible power 
outages." They both looked at each other. 


"We'll stay indoors, it'll be fine." Namjoon took his eyes off of Seokjin for 
one minute to take a turn. 


The amount of speed caused a cup of coffee to tip over and splash on top of 
Seokjin. He flinched at the heat of the drink. Namjoon handed him over a 
few napkins for him to get cleaned up. His clothes became very sticky after 
he was all dried. 


Drops of rain began to stain the widows of the car, signalling that the storm 
was nearby. 


Thankfully enough, they made it home just one time before it began to rain 
heavily. Seokjin took his shoes off before Namjoon did, and headed straight 
to the bathroom. 


"I'm going to take a shower." Namjoon heard him from far away since he 
was still in the hallway outside of the living room, placing his shoes on the 
carpet. 


"Don't take too long, it's dangerous to shower when it's thundering!" He 
warned. Seokjin obeyed and left. 


The bathroom was cold, so the man turned the shower on before getting 
inside and forgot he left the blow dryer on. He usually likes to blow dry his 
hair after he washes it. When he got in, he felt all of his stress wash away 
with the warm water. 


He relaxed himself for a while, pouring the body wash on him. Namjoon 
entered the bathroom about five minutes later. 


"Seokjin, be careful. The thunderstorm is getting stronger and it could harm 
you to be in there for too long." Seokjin didn't seem to listen because the 
pressure of the showerhead was very loud and distracting. 


"Did you hear me?" The lights began to flicker. Namjoon was about to 
leave when he noticed that a cable near his apartment had been struck by a 
thunderbolt. 


Seokjin felt startled by the lightning, but it never stopped him from getting 
cleaned up in the shower. By the time the man had finished, he realized the 
floor of the shower was slippery and tried to clean it up by turning the water 
on again. 


Big mistake. Just as his feet touched the water, the power went out and the 
house lit up from the lightening outside. 


The cable of the blow dryer was slipping from the sink. 


"Are you ready to come out? The power seemed to have gone out. I'm not 
surprised, the light is always going out with any tiny storm." Namjoon used 
his flashlight to see better. 


He kept on hearing water drip, he was guessing it was coming from the 
same shower. 


The blow dryer slipped and fell inside of the shower. The shower that 
Seokjin was still inside of. 


"Get out!!" Namjoon opened the door, pulling Seokjin out of the shower. 
He wrapped a towel around the man's shaking body, helping him stand up. 


Seokjin couldn't stand on his own. In a matter of seconds, he was on the 
floor again. 


Namjoon was frightened. He took the man to the living room and sat him 
down on the couch. 


"Breathe." Seokjin coughed when the doctor put his stethoscope over his 
chest to hear his heart. 


"Dr. Kim, I'm getting water all over the couch." The man's teeth were 
chattering from how cold he was. 


"You're alive. That's all that matters." He put his stethoscope down, brining 
the man closer to him. 


Seokjin refused his embrace, standing up. Namjoon watched him head back 
to the bathroom and followed behind him. 


"I'm going to put my clothes on. They're in there." He went in the bathroom 
and got Seokjin's clothes for him. 


"Go put them on upstairs, it's safer upstairs." Seokjin nodded, going 
upstairs. 


"Why does he keep avoiding me?" Namjoon felt disappointed that the man 
kept escaping his arms whenever he wanted to give him a hug. 


Something wasn't right... 


65 + 


Seokjin was changing his clothes. He was spaced out for a moment. A 
sound coming from his pocket made him snap out of trance. It was a phone. 


A phone Joowon gave him. He picked it up wondering who that caller was. 
"I was hoping you would pick it up." It was Joowon. 


"Sir, I really don't think this was such a good idea. I'm going to be returning 
this phone to you tomorrow." 


"Nonsense, my dear. Please, by all means stay with it as a token of my 
appreciation. " Joowon responded. 


"Appreciation for what, exactly? I haven't done anything for you to be 
treated with such honor." Seokjin lowered his voice, sounding very 
uninterested. 


The guy laughed, mischievously. 


"Yet. You haven't done anything yet. Would you join me to a dinner on 
Friday at 8:00 A.M.? I marked the date on a calendar your phone has, just if 
you decide to go or not." 


Namjoon entered the room and Seokjin hung up and hid the phone back 
inside of his pocket. 


"We need to talk."" He sat down on the bed, grabbing Seokjin by the waist 
and placing him on top of his lap. 


"T agree. We do need to talk, Namjoon." Seokjin stared at him. 


"Why are you ignoring me all of a sudden?" His question left the man 
speechless. 


"What are you talking about?" 


"You. I'm talking about you and the way you keep rejecting any physical 
contact I create towards you. Why are you acting this way?" 


The man felt guilty. 


"I'm sorry." He apologized. He himself didn't understand why he was acting 
this way and why his emotions were suddenly changing. 


Namjoon tilted his face towards his and kissed him. 
"T've been spaced out lately, Namjoon." 


"This has something to do with my brother, right?" Hearing that from him, 
Seokjin got up. 


"Dr. Kim, him and I are just friends." Namjoon didn't believe him. 


"I only have eyes for you." His voice was sincere. He convinced the young 
man eventually. 


They went downstairs and sat down on the couch. 


"You smell so good." Seokjin was enchanted by the cologne Namjoon was 
wearing. 


"Cute." Namjoon smiled, gently bringing his body closer. 


When it got darker, they went upstairs. Namjoon was holding Seokjin the 
whole night, but Seokjin's mind was going every which way with thoughts 
of Joowon. 


"Just think of something else, Seokjin." He told himself, turning in bed. 
"What's wrong, Seokjin? Having trouble sleeping?" Seokjin nodded. 


"No wonder you can't sleep, you're all the way over there." He nearly fell 
off of the bed until Namjoon caught him. 


"Thank you." Seokjin stayed silent for the rest of the night. If he felt so 
happy by Namjoon's side, why was he acting so cold towards him? The 
only way he could confirm his true feelings was by spending more time 
with Namjoon and less time with Joowon, so he vowed to see him on 
Friday for the last time and after that, he wouldn't leave the doctor's side. 


The next day, Namjoon told Seokjin he had gotten the new job. 


"That's incredible, Namjoon!!" He gave him a kiss, hugging him tightly. 
Namjoon was happy to see Seokjin was going back to his old self again. 


"Yeah, the only downside is that I'll have to work on Friday. I was thinking 
on going with you to the amusement park that day, or somewhere fun." 


Namjoon thought deeply for a moment. 


"On the other hand, I could take you to another amusement park that 
actually opens up late in the afternoon and closes around nine o' clock at 
night." Seokjin's facial expressions worried the young man. 


"Aren't you excited?" 


"Yes. Iam." He lied. He was actually remembering the fact that on Friday 
night he was going to see Joowon. 


He didn't want to cancel any of the dates, so he agreed on going to both. 
"Joonie, at what time will we arrive?" Seokjin asked. 

"Around 6:00 P.M., just to be able to get on a few fun rides before they 
close. We can leave around eight o' clock, or 8:15 P.M." Namjoon held his 
hands. 

"Sounds great." Seokjin smiled. 


When the doctor left, Seokjin got a message from Joowon. 


"Good morning." He waited for Namjoon to leave to respond. 


Although he doesn't really like to spend that much time with Joowon, he 
couldn't back down from seeing him on Friday. 


They spoke for a few minutes and stopped. Seokjin had no interest in 
talking to him, and he was beginning to miss Namjoon. 


That's the reason he kind of enjoys talking to Joowon: Namjoon works for 
so many hours in the day that Seokjin gets bored all by himself in the 
house. 


-Four days later- 


"Wow, there are so many people here." Seokjin was getting dizzy just by 
staring up at the mechanical rides the amusement park had. 


They were having a fun time seeing all of the things in the amusement park, 
minus the creepy clowns that kind of scared them. 


"Let's get on the ride." Namjoon pointed at a Farris wheel. Seokjin nodded. 


They got on it. The ride went slow for a while and as it sped up, Seokjin 
saw all of the pretty lights sparkling around the amusement park and found 
it beautiful, not to mention the adrenaline rush he felt in him whenever the 
Farris wheel dropped down. 


As the wind hit their face, everything stopped for a while and the men 
stared at each other. Namjoon was laughing from the happiness and 
excitement he was feeling. 


The Farris wheel stopped, allowing everybody to step off. The two men 
kept wandering around the amusement park. 


Seokjin secretly pulled his phone out when the doctor was distracted by 
something, he had received many calls from Joowon. 


"I'm going to try winning you a stuffed animal, alright? Which one do you 
like?" Seokjin quickly hid his phone. 


The man pointed up at a light brown, fluffy fox. Namjoon began to play, 
giving Seokjin a chance to respond to Joowon, but in text. 


"T can't leave now, can we meet each other by 10:00 PM, please?" Joowon 
immediately read the message. 


"Of course we can. You won't let me down, right?" Seokjin found that a 
little weird, but he just told the man that he would be out by 10:00 o' clock 
at night then stopped texting. 
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"It's adorable, wow. Thank you so much." He cradled the adorable fox 
plushie in his arm, hugging Namjoon. 


Namjoon expected the hug to last longer, unfortunately he felt something 
tickle his ribcage when he made body contact with the man. 


"What's that vibration? It's coming from your pocket." Seokjin knew it was 
most likely a text from Joowon. He had no idea how to tell Namjoon he had 
a phone of his own now, let alone that his brother gave it to him. But he 
knew one thing: One truth had to be told. 


"It's a notification." Namjoon squinted his eyes. 


"A notification of what?" The man handed Namjoon over the plush fox as 
he scrambled in his pocket to reveal the phone to him. 


"The new phone... That your brother gifted me." 
Namjoon's grip tightened on the plush toy. 


"Take it back to him." 
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Namjoon felt something else than just jealousy, he felt worried. His brother 
knows now that Seokjin is a vampire and he could easily find a way to take 
the man away from him and that was something the doctor would never 
allow. 


"Get rid of it. Do whatever it is that you need to do, but don't keep that 
phone, Seokjin." 

Seokjin knew that he shouldn't have accepted the phone from the man in the 
first place, but Joowon insisted on him taking it. 


"Master, please let me stay with this phone. It's just an innocent gift from 
your brother to me." Namjoon acted as if he didn't listen to him. 


The man followed behind him. 


"He isn't on this phone. This phone is for emergency calls only." Namjoon 
grabbed the phone from Seokjin. 


After inspecting it, he realized that Seokjin was right. There was nothing 
but the emergency number on it, a plain, light green background on it and 
the date and time. No texts, no other contacts, and no access to any social 
medias. 


"Here." Namjoon felt guilty for judging his brother and Seokjin too quickly, 
all his brother wanted to do was help Seokjin if he was ever in any trouble. 


"I'm sorry for judging you, sweetheart. You can keep the phone." Seokjin 
was relieved, and happy. 


"You're so kind, Namjoon. Thank you." The doctor stopped him. 


"But let me add my number to your phone. Well, you need at least one or 
two contacts on a phone to actually call it a phone, don't you?" Seokjin 


nods, handing his phone to Namjoon. Namjoon wrote his phone number 
down and called it to be on the safe side. 


Seokjin's phone rang and he saved Namjoon's phone number. Namjoon 
noticed another number was also saved on the phone. 


"Who's number is that?" Seokjin put his phone back inside of his pocket, 
preventing Namjoon from further investigating it. 


Namjoon didn't ask anything else. 

They got inside of the car to head back home. 
~later that night~ 

11:00 PM. 


Seokjin turned over in bed, staring at Namjoon who was fast asleep. The 
doctor was snoring loudly, so it gave Seokjin a chance to get up from the 
bed without him realizing it. 


He grabbed clothes that he had previously orginazed for that night, then 
took his phone to the bathroom with him. 


Everything was so quiet, that was until his phone began to ring. Seokjin 
quickly suffocated it into one of the many towels that Namjoon had as 
display in the bathroom, then received a text. 


"I'm outside, please leave soon or Namjoon will find you." Joowon's text 
had Seokjin second guessing and he even wondered if this was such a good 
idea or not. The guy was already waiting for him outside, so Seokjin didn't 
have much time to think or process everything. 


He closed the bathroom door gently. The time was now 12:00 AM. Seokjin 
was Standing in the middle of the hallway, alone in the dark; through one 
ear he heard Namjoon turning around in bed, softly. And through the other 
ear, he heard his phone vibrating again. 


Knowing it was Joowon again, Seokjin didn't answer it. 


He left the apartment and made sure to leave the door locked. 
Joowon stepped out of his car, staring at the man from head to toe, amazed. 


"You're the hottest vampire I've ever seen. Please, after you." Seokjin 
stepped into the car. 


He buckled his seat belt. Joowon couldn't stop staring at him. 
"Ready for the best night of your life?" The guy asked. 


"Joowon, where are we going..." Seokjin still felt skeptical about trusting 
him. 


"You'll find out when we get there." Joowon turned his music up loudly. 
Seokjin found nothing bad about the music he chose, but what he didn't find 
so pleasant was the way it affected his eardrums. 


From what the man could tell, Joowon was a wreckless driver in the streets: 
He was going 

over the speed limit which is 25 mph, by driving over 60 mph, which is 
triple the amount of speed for a local street, of course. 


"Slow down." Seokjin tried talking to him, but Joowon couldn't hear him 
over the loud music. The man turned down the volume to get Joowon's 
attention, but Joowon stared at him dead in the eye with no interest at all. 


"You were driving too fast, and you could get yourself into trouble." 
Seokjin explained. 


"Be polite now, cutie. And don't touch my radio." The guy grabbed 
Seokjin's hair, massaging the back of his head. Seokjin didn't find that 
amusing or kind, he found it annoying. He stayed quiet for the rest of the 
trip. 


He didn't know where he was, where he was going, or why he left in the 
first place. But he knew now that leaving Namjoon's apartment wasn't such 
a good idea. 


"Welcome to my other apartment complex. Please, come in and enjoy 
yourself." Seokjin got out of the car and did as Joowon said. He closed the 
car door gently before letting himself inside. 


When he sat down, Joowon handed him over a white bedsheet at him. 


"The night is a getting cold, I wouldn't want you to be freezing all night so 
here you go- Ah! Actually, would you mind spreading the sheet around the 
couch? It's just so that it could warm it up faster." Seokjin did as he was 
told. 


A bright flash bothered his eyesight, when he saw a camera near him. 


"Mister, what's going on?" This kind of made Seokjin feel odd, but he let 
Joowon take the photo. What was the worst that could happen, he thought. 


"Perfect. You set the bedsheets, perfectly. Now we won't feel cold 
anymore." Joowon walked away. 


Seokjin didn't know what to say or do, so he stayed shut and stared at 
Joowon. When he returned seconds later, he had turned the lights off and 
only left on a single light from the kitchen. 


"Is it too dark in here for you, Seokjin?" He asked. 


"No," Seokjin replied. "It's fine." Within all of that darkness, Seokjin felt a 
hand glide across his thigh. He grabbed it, exposing Joowon. 


"Don't touch me." He felt upset. 

Joowon apologized. 

"Would you like to watch a movie with me? I'll promise to take you back to 
Namjoon if you just watch this." Hearing Joowon mentioned Namjoon's 


name automatically made Seokjin feel relaxed. 


"Very well then, let's watch the movie." Joowon pressed play. 
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The movie was all about action and bored Seokjin after a while of watching 
it, but his motivation returned every now and then whenever he 
remembered he would be able to go back to the doctor's apartment. 


"What was I thinking?" Seokjin was lost in thought. 


The movie ended and so did Joowon's time to bond with Seokjin which he 
got none of. 


"T'll take you home, now. But can I ask for one favor from you. Just one and 
I'll won't get in your way ever again." Seokjin agreed. 


"You see, here's the thing-" Joowon tricked Seokjin by asking him for a 
favor to give him enough time to grab the man by his arm to take him away. 


"Unhand me, right now!" Seokjin started to become aggressive again. He 
wanted to control himself, but the feeling of getting fooled by someone he 
thought was nice just doesn't let him think straight. 


"Be a good pet and obey your owner." Joowon grabs the man by his neck 
and puts a chocker on him. 


"There now, aren't you just the sweetest puppy?" He laughed. 


Seokjin didn't say a word. The guy left him alone for a while, giving 
Seokjin time to think of a plan. 


He heard the door open again, so he forced a smile on his face, taking 
Joowon by surprise. 


"Are you going to be a good boy, now?" Seokjin nodded, on his knees, 
acting innocent. 


"Then you deserve a treat." 
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Joowon leaned in to kiss Seokjin, but got a kick to the face instead of what 
he was hoping for. Seokjin took this opportunity to run away. 


Joowon didn't run after him, but he did swear at him and rage as he watched 
the man go. 

Seokjin knew then that he never wanted to know anything about that man 
ever again. 


But there was one man that was on his mind at the moment, that man was 
Kim Namjoon. 


Seokjin felt stupid for leaving Namjoon's side to go with Joowon. He felt 
around his pocket and took his phone out. The phone reminded him of 
Joowon because he was the one who gave it to him, and although he wanted 
to just throw the electronic device into a river, he knew Namjoon's phone 
number was on it. 


It might be dark, cold, and scary outside at night, but Seokjin didn't want to 
bother the doctor by calling him at this hour. What was he going to think 
when he would find out what his brother did to him? Seokjin decided to find 
his way back to Namjoon's house, even if it means searching for the 
apartment all night, he didn't mind it. 


"Why do I feel so cold?" He placed his hand over his neck and saw a small 
stain of blood was on it. 


~Meanwhile~ 
"I have good news for you, my friend..." Joowon spoke over the phone. 
"Tell me, Joowon." An unknown voice responded. 


"We have him in our hands now. I don't know how I did it, but I managed to 
tame that beast." Joowon heard a clap on the other line. 


A sinister laugh echoed through his ears. 


"Impressive, very impressive, Joowon. And I suppose you took the blood 
sample as well, right?" 


"Correct. Now with his DNA and information, there's nothing enabling us 
from getting to Kim Seokjin." 


He put his phone down while putting his coat on. 


"It's been a pleasure working with you, Joowon. We will keep in touch." The 
mysterious voice silently laughed. 


"The pleasure is all mine. There's a tracker on his phone, the man is 
currently in the hospital at the moment. Things just got a lot easier than I 
expected." He saw a red blinking light on his own phone, searching for 
Seokjin. 


"This man will be found in no time." 


"That thing is not a man, Joowon. He's nothing but a demon, a blood- 
sucking demon that deserves to be back where he belongs." 


Joowon agreed. 


"I'm headed to the hospital right now. He won't get away from us this time." 
The unknown voice replied. 


"No, he won't. Goodbye, Bohwa." 
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The man continued walking around in the windy streets, completely lost in 
the unknown. 


It got darker by the minute. Seokjin looked at the time, it read 2:00 A.M. 
The sun was as far from rising, as he was from reaching Namjoon's house on 
foot. 


"T don't even know where I am." He shut his eyes, anger and frustration 
rushing through his body. 


The man started running again. He was in desperate need to find the doctor's 
apartment, or at least be near him. The only sign that he could see nearby 
was Of a hospital. 


"Seoul Hospital..." Knowing this was a risky idea, Seokjin ignored the 
hospital and stayed away from it, but then he saw a car that looked just like 
Joowon's. Fearing that the man had found him: Seokjin ran towards the 
parking lot of the hospital. 


He felt relieved to see it was just a regular car, and not Joowon. After the car 
left, Seokjin tried his best to leave as well. The parking lot gave him 
goosebumps. 


Although it kept him hidden, the man started to get the feeling that he was 
no longer alone as he once thought he was. 


"Seokjin, there you are! Please let me explain everything to you." The man 
backed away from Joowon. 


"Don't you dare get one step closer. Stay where you are." He began to dial 
Namjoon's number. Joowon's worried facial expressions turned into a grin. 


"Seokjin?" Hearing Namjoon's raspy voice, Seokjin felt sorry for disturbing 
the man from his sleep, but he couldn't handle the situation anymore. 


"Namjoon, Joowon isn't who you think he is. He's a liar." Seokjin glared at 
the guy, who wasn't intimidated one bit. 


"No. You have it all wrong, Seokjin." The doctor's voice turned darker. 


"The only liar here is you. Enjoy your time with each other." Seokjin opened 
a file Namjoon sent him. 


Below the picture, there was a message that read "He calls me master too. 
It's over, Joon. Seokjin chose me. Who knew Vampires could be so good in 
bed, right?" The man heard Namjoon's broken voice on the other line. 


"T won't make you choose. If he makes you happy, then stay with Joowon. 
Farewell, Patient Kim." Namjoon hung up before Seokjin could say 
anything else. 


"Namjoon, wait!" He heard Joowon clapping in the distance. 


"Lies can do good in life, my dear." Seokjin hissed at Joowon, biting his 
arm. 


"Argh!!" Joowon slapped the vampire violently, causing him to stumble into 
a person behind him. 


"Welcome back, Patient XXX." Bowha put a blanket over his face and 
drugged him into the elevator, until he was asleep. 


NNs 


"Creatures of the dark don't deserve to be with humans of the light. Enjoy 
your new home, Kim Seokjin." 
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Namjoon's POV: 


It was around one o' clock in the morning when my phone buzzed, waking 
me up. I turned my head to see if it had woken up Seokjin, but he was gone. 
I assumed he was just in the bathroom, so I didn't bother getting up to look 
for him. 


I attended to my phone. 


"A message from Joowon? How strange. Especially at this hour." I open it. 


"He calls me master too. It's over, Joon. Seokjin chose me. Who knew 
Vampires could be so good in bed, right?" 


I don't know what went through my mind, but I slammed my phone against 
the wall, nearly breaking it. Then I picked it up and called Joowon who 
didn't pick it up. 


"Seokjin loves me. Doesn't he? Why would he do this to me?" I began to lose 
it. 
Tears welled up in my eyes, but before I gave my eyes the satisfaction of 


crying, I started to angrily mess up my room. 


Starting with the clothes Seokjin had in the closet. They smelled like him. I 
began to crumble and rip them apart, just the way my heart feels right now: 
Ripped to shreds. 


I was being so careless, I thought about myself only. 


"Namjoon, Joowon isn't who you think he is. He's a liar." His voice sounded 
so sincere. It made me want to believe him, but I became very stubborn and 
close minded. 


"No. You have it all wrong, Seokjin. The only liar here is you. Enjoy your 
time with each other." This hurts me. I don't know if it hurts him as well, I 
don't know if he even realizes the amount of pain he's causing me, but I don't 
care. 


Or do I? 

"He can't save you now." A familiar voice escaped someone's mouth through 
the phone. I've heard that voice too many times in my days, working with 
him for so long. 


Bohwa. 


Why is he with Seokjin? Who else is with him? Joowon must have 
something to do with this. I have to act fast... 


"Farewell, Patient Kim." 


I hang up the call to get dressed. Despite the disappointment I felt, I can't 
judge Seokjin too quickly without seeing things for my own self. Even if it 
means seeing him with my brother, I don't care. 


I just need to make sure he's okay. 


It was cold outside... I wonder if Seokjin wore anything else besides that thin 
sweater. To not break my head over it, I grabbed one of my jackets and put it 
in the backseat of my car. 


NNS 


"Locked." The entire building was closed. Oddly enough, the parking lot was 
still open even though there was no one in it. 


"Please, we need your help. He's dying!" A woman was banging on the 
closed gates. She seemed in desperate of help. 


"What happened? Are you alright?" I approached her. 
"It's my husband! He's in critical condition." Her voice lowered. I followed 
her to wherever she was leading me to: I only assumed I was following her 


to where the injured man was. 


"Where is he, ma'am? What type of injury is it?" She disappeared, leaving 
me alone next to a Car. 


I open the door to find that the man was an acquaintance of mine. But he 
wasn't just an ordinary friend, however. 


The man was alive, but he was bleeding to death. 


"Joowon? How did this happen to you?" I was afraid to even get near him, 
he appeared to be in a very crucial condition. 


My brother turned over to me and just handed me a key. 


"Save the vampire before they slaughter him." He took his last breath right 
before my eyes until his chest stopped moving, signalling that he was dead. 


I couldn't believe it. I don't know how this happened, or why. My only main 
concern at the moment was Seokjin. 


If this happened to Joowon, then what could they be doing to Seokjin? 
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Namjoon had no way of entering the hospital building, it was completely 
locked in and out with maximum security. 


He couldn't risk getting caught either, or else he would end up like his 
brother. Part of the doctor knew this was Joowon's fault for betraying him 
and Seokjin, and part of him knew that this was his own fault: If only he 
would have kept an eye on Seokjin, then none of this would have happened. 
But he couldn't just stand around searching for who was right and who was 
wrong, he had to act immediately and save Seokjin from getting murdered. 


Namjoon didn't know where he was, he could only guess where they had 
hidden Seokjin away. He knew that they weren't going to place him in the 
same room he was in before, because he checked the surveillance cameras 
he had hidden in that room from his office, and there was no sign of life 
within that cold, dark, and mysterious room. Just emptiness. 


Before continuing any further, he heard loud footsteps approaching him. 
The doctor would be outnumbered by the amount of people, so he hid 
himself away in a safe and non suspicious place. 


"Where is he? I saw his car! He's here." Namjoon heard Bohwa shouting at 
a few other men beside him. 


"He probably got inside of the hospital already, Bohwa." 


"Find him." All four of the men separated individually, in search for the 
doctor who was stressing out trying to find a way to escape without getting 
caught by them. 


Things only took a turn for the worse when he thought he was out of harms 
way by entering the hospital without getting noticed. 


Everything seemed normal at first. The hospital was eerie and cold, 
Namjoon began to shiver. He usually brings his lab coat with him but that 


was when he used to work there. Now, he only had on a thin jacket with no 
radiation protection whatsoever. And the closer he was to finding Seokjin, 
the stronger the force of radiation would hit him. His ears were ringing 
badly, and he was beginning to sweat. 


Everywhere he turned his head to, he would find people dressed from head 
to toe with full body suits and dark gas masks. They were carrying a lot of 
medical supplies; some which seemed like a scalpel or a few tools used for 
surgical procedures only, were far more intimidating to the doctor. 


They appeared to him as lethal injections and murderous types of weapons 
rather than medical supplies. 


And out of all the places the people kept running back and forth to, the one 
place they would always head to was an old elevator which had a sign that 
read, "Not Working, please use the stairs." Now Namjoon knew why they 
would always avoid that lonely elevator, it most likely takes them to where 
their experiments are hidden. 


"Seokjin has to be there." The doctor had to create a distraction. Something 
that would make a loud noise, or a big mess that the workers wouldn't be 
able to avoid no matter where they would go. 


Then he saw a patient in the room beside him with life support hooked up to 
her. The old woman appeared to be in her eighties. Her eyes were open, but 
she wasn't blinking or breathing. Namjoon felt an ache in his heart as he 
headed towards her room. 


"I'm so sorry. You deserved a better life." The doctor hid her small, petite 
body frame behind him, doing his best to hide her from everyone. 


"Blood." He noticed around four pints of blood on top of a surgical table. 
This was the only chance he had to think of a plan. A nurse turned her back, 
clearing the path for Namjoon to grab the pints of blood and poke a hole 
into all of them, splattering the blood all over the hospital floor. 


"Please forgive me." He wiped the blood around the woman's face and 
pushed her frail body onto the bloody floor, causing a big disturbance, not 


only for his mind, but for the people there as well. 


The nurses were panicking, the doctors were figuring out what to do with 
the dead corpse, and Namjoon finally found a way into the elevator. It was 
empty. 


The putrid smells were invading the doctor's nostrils, entering his lungs, 
and causing him to gag in silence. He was disgusted. 


"Seok... Jin...Seokjin!" Namjoon coughed, whispering Seokjin's name out 
loud, yet silent enough to remain unnoticed by any possible suspects or 
threats lurking around the endless amount of shadows. 


Very little lighting barely allowed Namjoon to see where he was walking to, 
or what he was walking on. His shoes felt sticky and his walking was 
slowing down. 


His arms were getting harmed from a bunch of barb wires he kept on 
carelessly dragging across them. While battling through the pain his body 
felt in between each hit, scratch, or bruise, Namjoon reached the light at the 
end of the everlasting dark tunnel. 


He found Seokjin. 


The man was attached to a machine which was distributing a dark black 
liquid into his veins. His neck was also chained up, along with his hands 
and feet. 


The man was immobilized. Namjoon recognized the liquid. It was a type of 
iron used to help people with low hemoglobin level. But what type of blood 
were they injecting into Seokjin's bloodstream, and why? 


Soon he realized that the liquid was going two ways: The iron was 
replacing all of the blood that they were draining out of Seokjin's body from 
his arms and legs, filling up a rusty bucket with his blood. 


He hid himself before Seokjin or anyone else could see him. And the man 
hid just on time, as a woman approached him. 


"Yoona..." Namjoon never got along with that woman for a reason. And 
now with what she said to Seokjin, he learned to hate her even more. 


"This is where demonic creatures like you belong, Mr. Kim." She attached 
another wire to the man's chest to monitor his heart rate. 


"Isn't it tempting?” She sat there, waving a pint of Seokjin's own blood over 
his face. 


"You're going to kill me..." Seokjin spoke with barely any energy at all. 


"That's correct! Great answer, Seokjin!!" The woman let out a maniacal 
laughter. 


"Can I have one last wish before dying.." She allowed the man to speak. 
"Wish all you want, but wishes can't come true for outlaws like you." 
Seokjin hesitated to speak. 


"T want to hear Dr. Kim's voice one last time." He tilted his head back, his 
skin losing more and more color each time as the nurse sliced into his skin 
with a scalpel. 


"Vampires don't deserve happiness. You are nothing but a dark entity." 
Seokjin was becoming more weak, and the words were beginning to 
mentally bring him down. 


"You... You made me into this. You cannot treat your own experiment this 
way. You did this to me! You all did!" His eyes became bloodshot and 
rolled to the back of his head, becoming white, as his heart gained a strong 
pace form his own adrenaline. 


Seokjin's body was running on what ever he had left inside of him, and the 
only power he was getting was from his own sadness and frustration. 


"Are you really upset about dying? Or about leaving behind that stupid 
doctor." Hearing her mock Namjoon's name, increased Seokjin's adrenaline 
rush. 


"Say that... Again..." He breathed out. 


"What? About Namjoon? He's nothing but a pathetic moron who is overly 
sensitive about his patients. Tell me now, who would really care about a 
human being that much? Let alone a monster. Such a pity." One chain 
loosened up from Seokjin's hand. 


"He would. He cared about me..." Another chain loosened up from his left 
ankle. 


The nurse's attention to Seokjin was interrupted by a loud crash, coming 
from behind her. 


"Don't even think of escaping this time." She left the vampire on his own in 
search for the loud noise. 


As the woman found out what the noise was, she found an old stuffed teddy 
bear, with a single, buttoned eye, and the stuffing overflowing out of his 
stomach. 


"What the hell is this doing here?" She disposed of it in the trash can, then 
fell to the ground when her face collided with a metal tray. 


"Help! Somebody-" Her mouth was covered by the same cloth Bohwa had 
previously placed over Seokjin mouth. She was knocked out within five 
seconds. 


Seokjin heard the loud screams, and feared that one of the monsters had 
been set free and was roaming around the room he was in. 


He fell down after freeing himself of the chains that were holding him back. 
Many things were holding him back on leaving, one of them being the fact 
that he had no where to go even if he left. 


And the other one, was the fact that Namjoon wanted nothing to do with 
him anymore. 


His adrenaline rush wore off and he remembered the fact that his lover was 
no longer his and that he despised him. He blamed himself entirely for 


everything. 


"What good does freedom do to me if I don't have you in my life, Doctor 
Kim?" He picked himself off of the ground and saw a silhouette standing 
three feet away from him. 


"Seokjin, let's go home..." 


Namjoon was standing right in front of Seokjin, but the man couldn't see 
him. His vision was blurring. 


"T haven't shed a tear in over a decade. You're the first man to ever make me 
cry... I'll be damned." 
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Seokjin held onto the doctor like there was no tomorrow. He released him 
from his grip, because if they were to stay there for hours, then there really 
would be no chance of them seeing the light of day ever again. Seokjin was 
used to the darkness: He's lived in it for years with no hope of ever seeing 
daylight, but he knew that Namjoon would never survive the night in that 
hospital. The couple started to search for options and quickly thought of a 
plan on how to leave without causing chaos or brining the chaos to them. 


Namjoon lead the man out of the room he was in, careful not to make any 
noise. There were about fifteen people gathered all around, scattering 
everywhere one by one. 


"He escaped again, Bohwa." They saw Bohwa grab a nurse by her collar. 


"Can't you idiots do anything right?" He released her, angrily pacing back 
and forth. 


"Find that man. Look everywhere, if it takes all night. He's not getting away 
this time." The tall man walked around, searching upstairs where they 
previously put Seokjin. 


Seokjin made sure there was no one left in order for both him and Namjoon 
to exit the hospital. But from the hospital to where Namjoon left his car was 
a long way to go. 


They didn't worry about their transportation, what they needed now the 
most was to find a way to leave the hospital once again, without getting 
caught like the last time. 


Things were different from the last time, everywhere they went, there was 
security guards. In almost every corner. 


"That exit is blocked, let's try this one." Namjoon whispered. As they 
continued to walk around, they saw a group of four people headed their 


way. Namjoon pushed Seokjin back and ran back to where they were. 


Seokjin tripped over, falling to his knees. Namjoon crouched down 
immediately to help the man get up. 


"I can't see. Everything is turning black." Seokjin's vision was decreasing, 
enabling him from seeing. His body was extremely weak from the amount 
of blood they took out of him. This could slow down their mission and get 
them both caught. 


"Relax for a little bit." Namjoon massaged the man's head to help him 
concentrate. Seokjin was very pale. 


"Let's keep on." The man got up, even though he was still struggling to see. 
Namjoon didn't try to stop him because he knew that they couldn't stop their 
mission half way. 


He held Seokjin's hand just in case he started feeling worse later on. 


They found a storage closet. It was a crowded, but there was enough space 
for both of them to fit inside of it. The large closet was wide enough for 
them to hide and see outside of the hospital to see if anyone was 
approaching them. 


"Seokjin, you can't hide from me forever." Bohwa's voice was closing in on 
them. Namjoon became more protective with the man and kept him hidden. 


"T won't harm you." Bohwa said as he slammed a flask on the floor, 
breaking the glass to alarm the vampire. 


"Come out, come out where ever you are..." Seokjin grabbed a bucket he 
found lying on the floor and filled it up with syringes, then launched it to 
the opposite side of where they were hiding. 


"This way, now!" Bohwa and a few other people ran after the noise, 
Namjoon and Seokjin took this chance to escape them. 


There was only one exit that wasn't being blocked by a security guard, so 
they were expecting to open that door to leave the hospital as fast as 


possible, but what they weren't expecting to encounter on the other side of 
that door was more doctors. 


"Leaving so soon? What's the rush? Stay for a while." They were caught, 
but that never stopped them from running. They made it to the center of the 
hospital to find the floor stained with blood Namjoon had dumped on the 
floor to create the first distraction and the syringes Seokjin also launched at 
the hallway to create the second distraction. 


But what they ended up doing was gathering all of the people in the hospital 
in the middle of those distractions to end up getting surrounded by them. 
They fell for their own traps. 


"No where to run now." Bohwa grabbed Seokjin's wrists and Namjoon 
pushed Seokjin away from him. 


"Let him go, you can take me instead. In the end... I was the one who took 
Seokjin from the hospital in the first place." This made them laugh. 


"How cute, a human of our kind wants to help a monster run around Korea 
terrorizing people, and possibly killing the innocent." Bohwa spoke. 


"He's the only innocent one here. The rest of you are the real monsters, how 
could you do this to him?" Namjoon replied. 


He back away, dragging them with him wherever he went. The doctor kept 
Seokjin behind him at all times, no matter what. They pressed their back 
against a locked door, having no where left to go. This was it. They were 
officially out of options. 


"Time's up. Hand him over to us." Despite their constant battle to apprehend 
Seokjin, the doctor wasn't ready to give up the fight just yet. And neither 
was Seokjin. 


The vampire clenched his fists, staring at Namjoon from the corner of his 
eye. Namjoon took the message and stepped away from the door but didn't 
leave Seokjin's side. 


Everyone looked at them with satisfaction on their faces, they thought they 
had won. 


Terrifying screams were heard a second later when the people were 
trampled by the demonic monster Seokjin had encounter once arrived, 
breaking the door down. Before Seokjin and the doctor could escape, the 
horrifying demon gripped Namjoon's throat and began to cut down his 
oxygen supply with every tight squeeze. 


Namjoon's feet were dangling in the air from how high the demon had 
levitated him. 


Seokjin felt such an energy boost, he fell back. When he came back up, he 
dug his nails into the demon's back and reached for his neck. 


The demon was now holding onto Seokjin instead of the doctor. 


His loud screams intimidated Namjoon, but not Seokjin. The demon 
destroyed anything that got in his way until he made it outside of the 
hospital, with Seokjin still holding onto his back. He began to feast on the 
demon's blood to regain the same amount that he lost. 


His blood was bitter, almost toxic to the vampire, but in no time, he 
regained his strength. With the amount of blood that he sucked off of the 
demon's body, the creature's body began to shut down, making it easier for 
Seokjin to cause him damage. 


The monster settled down for a while. 


Namjoon ran out of the hospital building and found Seokjin on the other 
side of the road, wiping blood off of his lips. 


"Seokjin!" He was relieved. The man was standing on the side of the road, 
Staring at him. 


"We made it." Namjoon was waiting for a car to pass by to get over to 
Seokjin. Seokjin was a little more eager to see the doctor and thank him for 
saving him again, he crossed the road. 


Without seeing a truck was headed his way. 


Namjoon watched in terror as the man's body collided with the truck, and 
fell right beneath his feet. 


Blood was overflowing from his mouth as his body seizured on the road. 
Namjoon was in shock. 


"Seokjin!!" 
"Dr. Kim... Forgive me." 


Namjoon started crying as he held the man's body. His body was no longer 
seizuring, neither was it moving. 


Kim Seokjin, the vampire Doctor Kim saved twice was lying in his arms. 


Dead... 
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"No..." Namjoon's eyes widened. "Seokjin, no. You can't die. Please..." He 
checked his pulse. 


Nothing. There was no pulse on Seokjin's arm. 
The doctor carried his frail, weakened body to his car. 


The thought of Seokjin being dead was blocked from Namjoon's mind and 
vocabulary, the doctor didn't want to even think about it. He drove off into a 
dark pathway, trying his best to see the road, but something in his vision 
wasn't letting him focus clearly. 


Soon enough, tears streamed down his cheeks when reality kicked in. 


"You have to live. You have to make it." He held Seokjin's hand, with high 
hopes that he might feel a pulse. And there it was. A very weak one, but the 
man had regained a pulse in his left hand. Namjoon sped up in his car from 
the emotion and the fear that this slow pulse Seokjin was able to regenerate, 
would eventually stop. 


"I'm going to be alright." The man's voice was almost inaudible from the 
amount of blood gushing out of his mouth. He lifted his shirt a bit, exposing 
his stomach. It was swelling up fast. 


"You have internal bleeding." He saw Namjoon and instead of attending to 
his own injuries and or complaining about the immense amount of pain he 
felt throughout his entire body, Seokjin's first instincts were to reach out his 
right hand to wipe away the tears that were streaming down Namjoon's 
face. 


"No crying.” He took a shaky deep breath in. "Heroes don't cry, they... 
Cheer for those who they... Have saved." He tilted his head back. 


"Don't call me a hero just yet, I still have a lot of saving to do." 


The doctor parked his car in the first place he could find, not caring if the 
police would give him a ticket or not. At the moment, all he cared about 
was getting Seokjin some serious medical attention. 


"Can you get up?" Namjoon asked. Seokjin nodded, but his body said 
otherwise. He stepped out of the car and instantly collapsed in the young 
doctor's arms who carried him into the emergency room. 


They took the man off of Namjoon's hands to lay him down on a hospital 
bed. The doctor saw how much pain the man had been masking from him 
behind a strong, stone cold face. He began hyperventilating when the nurses 
were taking him away. 


Namjoon thought that the stress he was feeling in the car while driving 
would go away when he got the man to the ER, but it duplicated. 


He didn't know if the man was alive, or if he was already gone. The only 
thing he could do now was wait hours for someone to come up to him and 
give him an update on how Seokjin was doing. 


Two hours had gone by and no one came to inform him on Seokjin's 
condition. Namjoon was becoming mentally unstable with each passing 
minute turning into torture for him. 


Thankfully, after the long wait, a doctor finally went up to Namjoon to 
inform him about 
Seokjin's current health status. 


"So we just put Seokjin in a room, after performing an emergency 
procedure on him. His hemoglobin was dangerously low, it's a miracle that 
he survived. How did this happen?" 


Namjoon came up with a believable story for the doctor to take in all of the 
information he was distributing to him. 


"So he's always had his hemoglobin levels low because of his anemia and 
he fell how...?" The doctor asked after hearing Namjoon's story. 


Namjoon cleared his throat to think of something to make up. 


"He got up to use the restroom and because it was late at night, he didn't see 
very well." The man began to write down every detail as Namjoon 
continued talking. 


"I woke up to the sound of him shouting for help. He had fallen down the 
stairs and badly 

Injured himself." Namjoon finished his sentence by adding additional 
information to the back story of how Seokjin got injured. Having gathered 
that information, the doctor went back to check up on how Seokjin was and 
if he had woken up or not. 


Namjoon stayed in the waiting room, hoping he would be called soon to be 
able to see Seokjin. 


"Kim Namjoon? Seokjin is awake now if you're ready to see him." 
Namjoon got up and followed the nurse in a heartbeat until she lead him to 
a bright, clean and sterilized room. 


His heart was racing, as he walked over to Seokjin. The man was covering 
his mouth every now and then. 


"We've asked him various questions but the man just won't respond to 
them." Namjoon raised his eyebrows at the doctor in front of him. 


He knew why Seokjin didn't want to talk, he feared being judged by his 
fangs or even getting captured. So Namjoon spoke for him instead. 


"The impact of the fall left him traumatized, he needs time to recover from 
it physically and mentally." The other doctor seemed to understand, and 
somewhat felt bad for Seokjin, so he just spoke with Namjoon and let the 
poor man rest. 


"T'll be back to check on him later on." He left Namjoon alone in the room 
with Seokjin. 


Namjoon gently caressed the man's hair. 


"Na-amjoon-" He struggled to talk, even though Namjoon told him to just 
rest, the man didn't want to. 


Namjoon allowed him to speak. He got closer to Seokjin, who gripped onto 
his arms tightly and nearly dug his nails into his back from the amount of 
force he put into the embrace he gave the doctor. This hug felt eternal, but it 
lasted for a few minutes. To Namjoon, this was more than just a regular 
hug, it was something serious. 


Seokjin never hugs him this much. Namjoon felt the man's arms shaking as 
he held onto him. 


"N-amjoon... Namjoon..." His mood suddenly changed and things took a 
turn for the worse when Namjoon noticed blood was coming out of 
Seokjin's mouth again. 


He was experiencing shortness of breath, yet that didn't stop him from 
babbling, trying to come up with sentences the best he could. 


"Shh, shh, stop talking. Please, let me go get help!" Namjoon got up but 
Seokjin held onto him violently, with more force. Namjoon wasn't afraid of 
Seokjin's sudden behavior, he was afraid of losing him. 


"Seokjin, let me call the doctors. You're bleeding again and you could be 
having another seizure-" Seokjin didn't let the man go. He kept him in his 
arms until Namjoon gave in and stayed in his arms as he wanted. 


"Namjoon, I'm... Sorry.... For the trouble I caused you." The man stuttered, 
becoming more and more desperate for air each time. 


Namjoon tried to stay composed but seeing Seokjin like this made him feel 
sick to his stomach and it was hard for him to hold back on crying. He 
wasn't the type to cry for just anything, but seeing his lover struggling to 


say a simple word, gasping for air, just made him feel so frightened and 
upset. 


"I- I never... Loved Joowon... I would never cheat on you. Nam- Namjoon, 
I'm not- I'm not asking for your forgiveness. I'm just thankful. I'm very 
thankful for- For everything that y... 

you have done for me up to now. Now... You won't have to worry so much 
anymore." His inaudible laughter caused Namjoon to furrow his eyebrows 
out of confusion. 


"This isn't over yet, Seokjin. I'm going to take you home, I'm going to help 
you heal, and I'll protect you against everyone." Hearing Namjoon's words 


made Seokjin struggle harder with his speech as tears brimmed from the 
comer of his eyes, blurring his vision again. 


Namjoon was now wiping the man's tears away, feeling his heart sink 
deeper and deeper. 


"Namjoon, thank you for making my wish come true." The doctor was 
confused. 


"What do you mean by wish? What wish, sweetheart?" He asked. 
"In... The h- hospital when they were going to... Kill me, I asked the nurse 
to let me talk to you before dying. My wish came true after all." Seokjin's 


deep voice was slowly fading away as his breathing decreased. 


"Seokjin. Hey, don't close your eyes. Baby, you have to stay strong." 
Namjoon felt Seokjin loosen his tight grip on him. 


"Farewell, my love." 


Seconds later, his heart monitor started to beep loudly, showing a single 
line. 


Seokjin's heart had stopped. 


Namjoon quickly started to perform CPR on the man, and began to pump 
his chest with his hands. He checked for a pulse, listened carefully for any 


breathing, and there was simply nothing but Seokjin's lifeless body lying 
down on the hospital bed. 


"Help! Somebody help me!" Namjoon gave in and started begging for help. 
In a matter of seconds, the room was filled up with respiratory therapists, 
who were draining the blood out of Seokjin's mouth, while the rest of the 
doctors activated the defibrillators. 


NNS 


Namjoon was later on informed by one of the doctors that Seokjin had 
passed away. 
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"Seokjin died? 
Seokjin... Died? 


Seokjin can't be dead." Namjoon left the emergency room and got inside of 
his car. He sat down on something soft. 


The sweater he had gotten for Seokjin. 
~flashback~ 
"I wonder if Seokjin wore anything else besides that thin sweater." 
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The doctor held it up to his face and inhaled its scent. It smelled like 
Seokjin. The cologne he wore the night they arrived from that family 
gathering at his parent's house. 


All of these memories were filling up in Namjoon's head, that he just 
couldn't process everything. He needed to go back to the hospital, but he 
just couldn't. 


His legs were becoming weak. 
He began to drive away. 


Mixed emotions roamed Namjoon's head as he drove into the highway, full 
speed. 


"Seokjin can't be dead." Sadness. 


"This is all my fault..." Guilt. 


"No. It's not my fault. It's Joowon's fault. He did this to him." Blame. 


With all of these things on the young man's head, his mind was becoming 
distorted. He couldn't see that well and if he did see, all he noticed were 
visions and things that just weren't on the road. 


A little boy appeared in the middle of the street, trying to get his ball back. 
Namjoon was driving too fast to see the small child. 


He swerved around the highway and off of the road, landing into an 
unfamiliar route with lots of tall trees and wild animals. 


His car didn't stop there. Namjoon was too busy figuring out where he was 

and how he could get out of the strange forest before night dawned on him, 
when he noticed a very tall shadow walk right by him, crumbling the leaves 
that were on the ground. 


Namjoon got out of his car and called out the only name that had been on 
his mind this whole time, and that possibly caused him to crash his car in 
the first place: Kim Seokjin. 

"Seokjin?" The strange silhouette responded to the sound of that name. 


And there he was. 


The vampire's thin frame appeared right before Namjoon's eyes, looking 
straight at him. 


Namjoon wiped his eyes to make sure that he wasn't just seeing things, but 
surely enough, it was true. Seokjin was standing right in front of him. 


"Seokjin." He took off to head towards the man he once loved and thought 
he lost, when the man stopped him. 


"T'm sorry sir, do we know each other?" Namjoon was in for a shock. 
"Of course we know each other, I'm your... Doctor. Remember? Dr. Kim? 


It's me. Seokjin, I'm so glad that you're alive." The doctor tried getting 
nearer Seokjin, but the man kept walking back. 


"T don't know who you are. I've never met you before in my life." He 
continued to avoid the doctor. This was driving Namjoon insane. 


"Seokjin, I'm sorry. All of this is my fault. If I would have just taken that 
phone away from you, then you would have still been here and I know I can 
fix things! Just give me one last 

chance!" He shouted from how desperate he was to just hold the man in his 
arms, but he kept on walking away from him, making matters worse. 


Namjoon followed behind him. 


"Let go of me!" Seokjin pushed himself far back into the highway. No 
matter how much the vampire shouted, Namjoon couldn't stay away. 


"I don't care if you hate me. Even if it kills me. Seokjin, I can't lose you 
again." Namjoon stared into Seokjin's eyes as his iris changed color. 


"Your eyes are red. Are you angry?" His question was answered when the 
man grabbed him by the throat, slamming him onto his car. 


"You liar!! You are not Dr. Kim, you... You're a demon." Seokjin shouted. 
Namjoon didn't understand why, but then he looked at his own reflection. 
The man was right, Namjoon wasn't who he appeared to be. He wasn't 
Namjoon at all, he was a monster wearing a blue surgeon costume, covered 
in blood. 


"What the hell am I?" He got up. Seokjin was walking off into the highway 
again. 


Namjoon ran after him, not wanting to lose the man again. 

"Seokjin, I'm still me!" His voice caught Seokjin's attention because he had 
turned around to stare at him, but the man had no interest in Namjoon 
whatsoever. 


Seokjin kept walking further away. 


"Don't leave me, not again. I'm tired of losing you." Namjoon held the 
man's hand when he was able to reach him, only to have him reappear back 


in the forest, leaving Namjoon in the highway. 
Only then was the man able to realize that he in fact was Doctor Kim. 
"Dr. Kim?" The doctor sighed, relieved. 


"Yes Seokjin, it's me." He walked over towards the man, when his vision 
blurred. 


The last thing he remembered was Seokjin shouting "No!" and the pain he 
felt when getting run over by a car. 


The man was holding Namjoon's body in his arms, similar to the actions 
Namjoon had previously taken when Seokjin was lying down in his arms 
dying. 


He wasn't sure what was real or not anymore. Namjoon was beginning to 
lose his mind, as well as his vision. 


Now he was watching Seokjin begging him to not go, as his lifeless body 
rested on the ground. 


"Dr. Kim." 
His eyes shut and the man vanished. 


"Dr. Kim, wake up!" A voice he heard while his body drifted away from 
reality was louder than before. 


The doctor took a deep breath in, his eyes fluttered open and that's when he 
realized that the confusion he was feeling, all of the anger and frustration, 
sadness and angst he was feeling was all gone. Because what the doctor just 
lived was nothing but an unpleasant nightmare. Something he hasn't gotten 
in a long time, finally returned. 


Seokjin was right by his side looking at him with worry. 


"You are alive. You're okay." He noticed the fear in his eyes fade away 
when he knew Namjoon was finally awake. 


"Seokjin?" Namjoon slowly regained his consciousness back, staring at the 
man in front of him and hesitating to ask too much. All he did was hold 
Seokjin. 


He held him like he never wanted to let go of him. 


"Dr. Kim, you're crying." Seokjin has never seen Namjoon cry this way 
before, it was starting to concern the man. 


He untangled himself from Namjoon's arms and wiped his tears away. 


A brief moment of silence left both men with nothing to say, but to just look 
at each other, Seokjin had no idea of what the doctor had just been through 
with that dream. And the doctor didn't want him to know either. 


"Seokjin." He brushed his own hair back. 
"Dr. Kim, do you feel well?" 


"Don't worry about me, I just had a strange dream, that's all." Seokjin 
nodded. 


The doctor tried wrapping his arms around Seokjin's waist again to hug 
him, but the man denied his affection. 


As he tumed around to leave, Namjoon sensed that the real reason to why 
he was being neglected by the vampire, was because of Joowon. 


He couldn't stand it. 


As they sat down on the couch, Seokjin noticed how stressed the doctor had 
become and how fast his smile had faded, leaving nothing but a blank 
expression on his face. 


He tried to get his attention, and surely enough, the doctor was all ears for 
him. 


"You seem very spaced out, what did you dream of that has gotten you like 
this?" The man asked. His phone suddenly vibrated in his pocket, making 


him get flustered. 
"It's Joowon, isn't it?" 


"Dr. Kim, I already explained to you that this phone doesn't contain his 
number." Namjoon knew very well that that was not true. 


He snatched the phone from Seokjin's hands, alarming the man yet he didn't 
try to stop him from his actions. Namjoon called the number and a manly 
voice immediately answered. 


"There you are. I was beginning to think you weren't going to pick it up. 
Ready for tonight, cutie?" Namjoon's hand clenched. 


He headed upstairs, with the phone still in hand. Seokjin was in shock, but 
didn't ask any questions. 


Namjoon looked at the previous messages he and his brother had last night. 
Seokjin had told him that he wouldn't be able to go out to see him because 
he was feeling worried about him. 


"Sorry, sir. But I cannot leave Dr. Kim. He seems to be having a 
troublesome sleep and keeps sweating. He could be having a seizure, or 
something worse." Namjoon scrolled down further through the text 
messages. 


"What? Why do you care about Namjoon, that's such a boring excuse to not 
see me :( 
I expected more from you, Seokjin ;)" His brother had replied. 


"Seokjin was worried about me?" Namjoon went back to the call he was 
currently on. 


His brother was becoming desperate for answers from Seokjin, but wasn't 
expecting Namjoon to be on the other line of the call. 


"Give me answers. I deserve an answer from you, now. You can't just leave 
me like that, Seokjin." His brother spoke. Namjoon was more than ready to 
respond. 


"Yes he can, and yes, he will. Because from now on, I won't let you go near 
Seokjin again. Do you hear me loud and clear? I want you to stay away 
from him, Joowon." The other man responded, taking his brother by 
surprise. 


"Joon? What gives, huh? I just wanted to have an innocent conversation 
with your friend, that's all. What do you have against me being friends with 
him? He's your friend too, you know..." His brother lowered his voice. 


"T didn't make things obvious the last time you visited me, but Seokjin is 
not just my friend." 


"Oh?" Joowon sounded unimpressed. "I know he's your patient as well, 
don't worry." He teased. 


"He's not my patient." Seokjin was hearing their conversation from 
downstairs. 


"Then what the fuck is he doing there wasting his time on you if he's 
nothing to you? That's stupid." Namjoon shut the door so that Seokjin could 
no longer eavesdrop on their private conversation which might potentially 
turn into more than an argument: if things get worse, it could turn into a 
fight. 


"Seokjin is mine." Namjoon thought that by saying this, Joowon would get 
get the message, but his brother wasn't very wise. 


"He's yours only because he lives under the same roof as you, I could call 
him mine any day whenever I get the chance to kidnap him from you." His 
brother joked. 


Namjoon didn't find him very amusing. 


"Seokjin is my lover." With that being stated, Namjoon knew there was no 
way his brother wouldn't understand. It was far too obvious. 


But what he said to Namjoon changed his mind completely, and ruined his 
entire day. 


"But does Seokjin really love you? You should really reflect on that." His 
brother mockingly laughed, hanging up the phone. 


"Why don't you reflect on this," Namjoon gripped onto the phone and 
slammed it on the floor. "Jerk." 


Seokjin heard the loud noise and went upstairs only to find pieces of the 
phone scattered 

everywhere across the room. He knelt down, holding the small and 
damaged pieces in his hands, looking down at them. His eyes met with the 
doctor who took the remaining pieces of the cellular device from his hands 
and threw them out the window, never to be seen again. 


"And I thought I was cold hearted. You sir, truly are the worst." He turned 
around. 


Namjoon blocked the entrance, so that Seokjin would have no way of 
escaping him. 


"You agreed on going out to see Joowon last night. You don't let me show 
you affection, yet you wanted to get into his car, not knowing you could 
easily get tricked into ending up in his bed? So now I'm the bad man for 
protecting you?" Namjoon stepped out of the entrance, clearing the way for 
Seokjin to decide rather he wanted to leave or stay. 


"T have one last thing to ask you before I leave, do you love me or 
Joowon?" 
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Seokjin dropped the pieces of the broken phone he held in his hand, but 
remained quiet. 


"Who is it, Seokjin." The doctor didn't care about what he just did, he could 
always buy Seokjin a new phone without Joowon's number on it. 


Seokjin opened his mouth to speak, but his words got cut off by a strange 
sound coming from his voice making his words sound distorted. 


The doctor was becoming impatient. He wanted more than anything to 
know if the man still loved him, or if he fancied his brother. 


"Answer me." He walked closer towards the man. 

Seokjin's mouth was open, but his eyes were shut. He couldn't speak. 

"He's your brother..." Namjoon approached him. 

"That is not what I asked you. You know what to answer me, you just don't 
know the proper answer. Why is it?" Namjoon's voice sounded confident, 


but on the inside, he felt scared to death of what Seokjin's decision might 
be. 


"He's your brother, Namjoon." Seokjin gulped. 


"I'm aware that we're related. I know he's my brother." This game of love 
was getting Namjoon tired and he was becoming desperate for answers. 


Seokjin parted his lips to reveal once and for all, who he loved. 


"So? Do you love him now just because he's my brother?" Namjoon 
interrupted, changing the vampire's mind of what he was about to say. 


"And why do you keep mentioning him so much? What about me?" All of 
these questions. 


Seokjin grabbed the remaining pieces of the phone and crumbled them up 
in his hands, turning them into dust. 


The doctor wasn't intimidated by his actions, but he was intimidated by 
Seokjin's silence. 


Seokjin placed his hands on top of Namjoon's collar, slightly burning his 
neck. 


"Your hands are burning up." Namjoon felt Seokjin's forehead. He was 
shivering. 


"Are you sick?" For a moment he completely forgot about his questions and 
attended to the man. 


Seokjin fell to the doctor's feet. 


"Seokjin what are you doing? Get up." The man didn't obey. He stayed 
knelt down. 


"You. I choose you." Namjoon felt like he won the lottery, but why did he 
feel so sorry for the man? Maybe because the man looked so guilty as if he 
committed the worst crime ever and was now paying for the consequences. 


He didn't want the man to feel this way. When the man stayed down, 
Namjoon helped him get back up. 


"I'm a very bad man." 


"Really? Because I think the opposite: To me you are a handsome man who 
surprises me all of the time. You're almost like a teacher to me because each 
day I learn something new from you." Seokjin tilted his head up, no longer 
embarrassed. 


"From me?" Namjoon nodded, holding his chin. 


"That's sweet of you to say." The man started to blush. 


"Come be my teacher. Show me more about yourself." Namjoon had the 
man wrapped around his finger with his flirtatious ways, which is 
something the doctor never knew he had inside of him as he's not very 
experienced with love in his past. 


"T'll show you." Seokjin held onto the doctor. 
Namjoon suddenly remembered his nightmare. 


He remembered how Seokjin kept holding onto his body on the ground as 
he lay dying. 


"What if I were to die... What would you do?" He curiously asked. 


"Then I would have no reason to live on." Seokjin's reply made Namjoon 
giggle. 


"Come on, stop joking." 


"I'm not. Without you in my life, what's the point of me staying in this cruel 
world, Dr. Kim?" Namjoon stopped smiling. 


The young man looked at Seokjin. 
"T suppose I would do the same." 


"Why would you end your life because of me... I'm already dead, so there 
really is no use in taking your own life. Where do all of these questions 
come from, sir?" Seokjin asked. 


Namjoon shook his head. 
"Let's go downstairs." He wrapped his hand around Seokjin's shoulder. The 
man followed 


him without saying anything or questioning Namjoon. 


He watched as the doctor quickly ate his breakfast. 


"Eat slower. You wouldn't want to choke on your food now, that would be a 
terrible first impression for your new job." The vampire wiped Namjoon's 
mouth as he proceeded to slow down on eating. 


Seokjin retreated back to the kitchen to wash the dishes, while Namjoon 
headed upstairs to change out of his sleepwear and into his suit. He threw 
on his lab coat, then saw Seokjin was distracted cleaning the dishes, to 
notice him. He wrapped his arms around the man's waist and made his ears 
turn red. "Dr. Kim, I didn't see you there." He turned to face the doctor. 


"How do I look?" Namjoon asked, adjusting his necktie. 
"Handsome as always, Namjoon. Your patients will definitely be scheduling 
a lot of appointments just to see you." He put his arms around the doctor's 


neck to give him a small peck on his left cheek. 


"This one too." Namjoon turned his face for the vampire to also kiss his 
right cheek, which he did. He turned his head again. 


"You missed a spot." Seokjin cupped the man's face and pecked him on the 
lips. Namjoon scrunched his nose. 


"Perhaps I should try again." The doctor nodded. 

"Perhaps you should." Seokjin leaned in slowly, then Namjoon took this 
opportunity to snatch the man by his waist. Seokjin reacted by gripping 
onto Namjoon tightly, fearing he might fall on the floor. 


He lifted the man's chin, brining his plump lips towards his own. Seokjin 
glided his lips across Namjoon's. 


Namjoon flinched when he felt Seokjin's fangs dig into his flesh which is 
what usually happens whenever their kisses get heated up, so he wasn't 
disturbed. He was starting to enjoy the pain. 


"Cutie." He whispered, lifted the man back up. Seokjin winked at him. 


"T'll be back in a few hours. If you get bored, you can call me through my 
computer." 


Namjoon took his suitcase, shutting the door behind him. 


The vampire didn't have anything in mind at the moment except for waiting 
until Namjoon returned from the hospital. 


He turned Namjoon's computer on. 


He found YouTube and there was a lot of different videos in Namjoon's 
recommended, from music to random videos, there were a lot of thumbnails 
that caught the man's eye. 


A few of them had titles that weren't very kid friendly, and some were either 
explicit songs or peaceful music. He found a playlist in Namjoon's library 
and decided to listen to the songs for a while. 


Most songs contained swear words, but they gave the man a different vibe. 
They weren't all bad, each song had an emotion. Seokjin liked some, he also 
disliked a few. 


Nonetheless, the man continued to explore around the internet when he left 
a song from the playlist playing in the background. 


"History." He clicked on the history button and started to read all of the 
things Namjoon has researched on. 


Although he mostly uses his computer to Google any information he might 
need to use for his job, Namjoon's history had all kinds of websites located 
on his history. 


Seokjin clicked on one thinking it would lead him to a cooking show or 
something related 

to human food, because the title read "Snack Time." unfortunately, the 
website said otherwise. 


"Why did the baby chicks get in trouble with their parents? Because they 
were seeing Chicken Breasts online." Seokjin couldn't help but laugh at the 
joke as there was a picture beside the joke revealing a chicken with human 
breasts. 


The man knew this was wrong, but if his doctor saw it, then he could too. 
As long as the doctor never found out about it, of course. 


He kept scrolling down. The website contained dirty jokes, images, and 
other types of strange yet funny things for adults. 


This was a new experience for the man, and he just couldn't stop laughing 
on the inside because of the jokes. 


Since the website was called "Snack Time" it also contained inappropriate 
jokes of food. 


Seokjin raised his eyebrows, weirded out by a few of them, but some jokes 
shamelessly triggered the man's laughter which made him give in by 
laughing at them. 


"Oh no..." The computer screen started to malfunction, showing strange 
pictures, and blinking nonstop with a loud sound coming from the website 
he was in. 


The man closed the website, but the computer kept on blinking frequently 
as if it was shutting down. 


He was in trouble... 
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The computer restarted again, but the screen was still invaded by weird 
shapes and colors, meaning it had a virus. Seokjin didn't know anything 
about computers, so he had to guess how to fix things. What made it worse 
was that there was a video from the website randomly playing in the laptop, 
but the man had no idea where the audio was coming from. He didn't know 
what he was going to do, but he needed to think of a way to clean the 
computer so that Namjoon doesn't know he was snooping through his 
internet history. 
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"T haven't filmed a video in a long time. Anyways, hello there. It's Doctor 
Kim. It's my first day at the new job and I have to say, the hospital is very 
clean and everybody looks normal. 


By normal I mean that the workers in there don't stare at me and greet me 
with a creepy smile. In fact, although they're friendly, the people there don't 
greet me at all. Not that I'm complaining about it though, the less friends I 
make, the better. 


You know what's strange? I told Seokjin that he could call me through my 
computer any time he wanted to, no matter what, and so far the man hasn't 
called me at all. It's a good thing. But... I don't know, I'm probably just 
being paranoid. 


I won't call him every five minutes like those overly concerned parents, I'll 
let the man have a little freedom and time to himself for a while. If he hasn't 
called me now then it's probably because he's busy doing something else, or 
maybe he fell asleep. I'll never know. 


Just to be on the safe side, however, I'll give him a call when I'm out of 
here. I'll be leaving in a few hours. Hopefully I'll be able to record more like 
this. For now, it's goodbye from me." 


Namjoon ended his recording and put his camera away back in his car, then 
cleaned up the small crumbs he left in the car from his lunch. 


"T'll be home soon. I'll see you soon, my love." With Seokjin on Namjoon's 
mind, the doctor gracefully headed back inside of the hospital, smiling. 


~timeskip~ 


When his curfew was over, the young man headed back to his apartment. 
For a first day at a new job, he had a good time. He didn't make any new 
friends, but he preferred to not 

know anyone. 


He jiggled the keys in his hands, unlocking the door to his apartment. 
"Sweetheart, I'm back. I've been calling you for hours but you never picked 
it up." In response to what he said, Namjoon just heard a strange moaning 
coming from upstairs. 


The sounds were muffled by something, so Namjoon wasn't sure where the 
audio was even coming from. He opened his room door to find Seokjin 


suffocating his closed laptop underneath the pillows. 


He was in shock to see the doctor was standing outside of the bedroom, 
staring at him with confusion. 


Seokjin was speechless. 


"What happened?" Namjoon placed his suitcase down, heading towards 
Seokjin. 


The man stepped away as Namjoon pulled the laptop from underneath the 
pillows, exposing the screen which was full of strange images. He knew 
exactly where they were from. 


His eyes widened. Seokjin was just as surprised as he was. 


"Jinnie, where you searching through my history?" The man nodded, 
shamefully. 


"T thought it was a cooking show. I'm sorry, master..." He pouted. 


"You interacted with these jokes. You thought they were amusing, huh?" 
Namjoon was referring to the laughing faces Seokjin had put as a reaction 
to the photo. What a smart vampire he was. 


"Yes. Sorry." A smile of embarrassment appeared on the man's face. 


"There's nothing wrong with it, I'm more embarrassed than you are. At least 
you enjoyed the content on here... Well, some of it." He covered his face. 


Both of the men were now embarrassed. 


"You were able to delete the images." Seokjin pointed at the clean screen. 


"Yeah, thankfully I was able to eliminate the virus on time. Oh Jinnie, you 
made my day." 
Hearing that from Namjoon, the vampire felt happier. 


He attempted to cuddle with Namjoon, but stopped when he saw him 
loosening his tie. 


"Not yet, sweetheart. I have too many germs on me from the hospital. 
They're on me and my clothes, so I'm going to put these in the laundry room 
and take a shower. We can cuddle later on." He walked away. Seokjin 
followed behind him. 


The man seemed to hesitate to say another word to Namjoon, but he had 
already tapped on his shoulder when he followed him downstairs so he had 
no choice but to speak his mind. 


"Can't I join you?" Seokjin's eyes were daggered on the doctor the whole 
time. He wasn't sure if he regretted saying that, but it was already said and 
he couldn't take it back. 


Namjoon went inside of the bathroom, turning the lights on. He stared at 
Seokjin who was staring back at him from the hallway. 


"Come in." Namjoon signalled him to enter the bathroom. Seokjin went 
inside. 


The young man closed the door behind him when the other entered the 
bathroom, just so that the warm water lasts longer. Luckily, his shower was 
big enough for the both of them. 


After the shower, Seokjin got out first and left the doctor alone. He heard a 
knock on the door and opened it thinking it was one of Namjoon's friends. 


It wasn't. 


"You must be his roommate. Is Namjoon here by any chance?" It was 
Namjoon's mother. 


"Your son will be down in a minute." Seokjin let her in and closed the door. 


"I can see my son has taken care of this place. He isn't dirty anymore like he 
used to be." 


"Dirty?" Seokjin thought of the jokes he read online. 


"Oh, yes. My son was a very unorganized man. I'm happy to see how much 
he's improved 
in cleaning." She coughed. 


"Ma'am, are you alright?" Seokjin asked when the woman nearly fainted. 


"Yes, I'm alright." As she got back up, Seokjin's facial expressions changed 
when a familiar scent wandered around into his nose. 


The woman held her right arm, feeling annoyed. 


"This tape they put around my arm keeps slipping off. Please excuse me, 
I'm going to find the first aid kit Namjoon keeps in his room." When 
Namjoon's mother retreated upstairs 

to get the aid kit her son keeps in his bedroom, Seokjin wiggled his nose 
and began to sniff around. The woman left a few drops of blood on the 
hardwood floor. This was far too much for Seokjin. 


His mouth watered from the temptations he was holding inside. 
"No one would know." He thought. 


"No one would see me. Namjoon is still busy and so is his mother." He 
started to bite his lips. 


With no one around but the haunting addiction in his head, the vampire 
couldn't resist himself any longer. 


"Just one taste to satisfy my hunger." He knelt to the ground, licking the 
blood. It acted as a drug: He couldn't help but to consume it, no matter how 
hard he tried to stop himself from doing so. 


Now, Seokjin thought that by ending with his temptation, he would make it 
through, 


but one taste wasn't enough. The man craved more. 
"Seokjin, who's upstairs?" He quickly wiped his lips, staring at Namjoon 
who was slowly approaching him with nothing but a towel wrapped around 


his bare waist. 


Seokjin melted into his kiss, forgetting about everything. The doctor held 
onto Seokjin, deepening the kiss. 


"Why do I taste blood on your lips?" Namjoon's question made the vampire 
feel nervous. 


Luckily, "Namjoon, there you are!" his mother arrived just in time. 


Namjoon greeted his mother sweetly with a hug, when he heard a knock on 
the door. 


"T'll get it." Seokjin went to answer the door. He saw Yoongi. 


"Oh, it's you. Is my bro home?" Yoongi sassed. 


"Please, have a seat." He gripped onto Yoongi's shoulders tightly. The 
younger sat down, gritting his teeth. 


"T didn't come alone. There's someone else outside." He said, brushing his 
clothes. 


"Who else is with you. Is it your friend, Hoseok?" Seokjin raised his 
eyebrows. 


"Why don't you just open the door for him? He's been bugging me since last 
night." Yoongi left Seokjin alone to go speak to Namjoon. 


Namjoon got so overwhelmed by his mother and his best friend's 
unexpected visit, he focused most of his attention on his visitors, ignoring 
the vampire. He didn't even see when the man left the apartment. 


"Did you two eat something already?" He asked. 


Seokjin suddenly returned, surprising everyone. He didn't say a word to 
anyone. 


"T'll help prepare lunch." Since both Seokjin and Namjoon's mother wanted 
to cook, they agreed on making the food together. 


Seokjin enjoyed cooking, he likes to experiment with new dishes. 


"Uh, Seokjin." The man turned his head over, staring at Yoongi. Namjoon 
was looking down at his phone, but he was secretly hearing their 
conversation. 


"He's still outside, waiting for you to answer the door. Won't you let him in 
after we have lunch?" The man looked over at the door, his eyes betraying 
him and aiming towards Namjoon instead. 


"T'll think about it." The men bumped into each other, parting ways. 


"Seokjin, you're such a good cook. Who taught you to have such exquisite 
taste in making these dishes?" Namjoon's mother asked, stirring a pot. 


"T owe it all to my mom. She taught me everything I know." He smiled. 


"And where is your mother now? I would love to meet her someday. We 
could all open up 
our own restaurant together!" She laughs, sweetly. 


Seokjin closed his eyes. 
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"Mom? Dad? Where are they taking me? Mom, don't let them take me!" 
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He reopened them, feeling warm hands touch his shoulders. It was 
Namjoon. The doctor sensed his mother did something wrong when asking 
that seemingly innocent question to Seokjin. 


"My parents are in a better place now, ma'am." Seokjin looked up and the 
woman seemed to understand. She apologized for the question she 
previously asked, and tried to make it 

up by helping Seokjin in the kitchen. 


"Are you okay?" Namjoon muttered when he got the chance to speak to the 
man alone. 


The man nodded. They held hands whenever Namjoon's mother wasn't 
looking. Let's face it, Namjoon and Seokjin were whipped for each other. 


Those two were inseparable. 


For now. At least... 


During lunch, they kept on hearing a persistent sound, banging on the 
window. 


"It's probably those kids again who always bother Namjoon." Yoongi stated. 


"Kids?" Seokjin got up. 


"What kids, no kids have ever bothered me." Namjoon spoke too late. The 
man had already opened the door to go downstairs. 


"Seokjin, stay here." Namjoon said. Unfortunately for him, the man was 
already heading outside. 


"T'll scare them away so they won't come back again to bother you. I will 
return soon, master. I promise." And Namjoon let him go, trusting the man's 
words. 


"He'll be back. He'll be back, Namjoon." Namjoon sat back down after 
repeating to himself 
that his lover would be just fine on his own. 


-Five minutes later- 


Moments after the man was gone, Namjoon began to wonder what he was 
doing to those supposed kids to scare them away. 


-meanwhile- 


Seokjin closed the door behind him, jumping outside in the backyard. He 
knew that the kids would run back home immediately. The only question is: 
Where are they? 


The backyard was completely empty. No one was around there but him. 


Or was he? The man had given up and went back inside when he heard 
someone calling out his name. 


"Joowon?" The guy was wearing a confident smile on his face while 
approaching Seokjin. 


"I'm sorry. Namjoon threatened to send me to jail for harassing you if he 
ever Saw you near me again..." He frowned, sadly. 


"What? That's insane. Sir, please forgive him. My master can be overly 
protective sometimes." Seokjin apologized to Joowon on Namjoon's behalf, 
appalled by the doctor's attitude towards his own brother. How could he be 
so careless and rude? This behavior was unacceptable for the man. 


"Don't be so harsh on him, though. Your dear master only wanted to keep 
you safe." Joowon grabbed Seokjin's hand, kissing it. 


"But this is still going overboard, sir." Seokjin claimed his hand back by 
pulling it away from Joowon in the most honest way possible, not wanting 
to trouble the man anymore. 


"There is one way you and my brother can repay me for the damage he 
caused to us both, 

Seokjin." The vampire wiggled his ears, getting a closer listen to what the 
guy was proposing. 


"Come with me. Just for an hour or less, for us to visit a very fancy plaza 
where they sell rich and famous clothing made especially for handsome 
gentlemen like yourself." The man knew that by declining Joowon's offer, 
that he would disappoint him gravely. 


Therefore, the man felt obligated to accept his invitation and leave with him 
to the specific plaza he mentioned. 
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"Seokjin!" Namjoon shouted. He was eager to get the man's attention to 
show him an old childhood photo of him and his brother when they were 
younger. 


No response. 


"He's probably using the restroom." Yoongi spoke. His plan of stalling 
Namjoon failed when his mother exited the bathroom. 


"Seokjin! Yoongi, can you check to see if he at least locked the door outside 
while I go look for him? He's probably upstairs." His best friend nodded. 


"It's dark up here." He turned on the lights and his room was empty, so he 
checked in the guest bedroom. 


Nothing. He even searched for Seokjin in the landry room, but the man 
wasn't there. He wasn't anywhere. 


"Seokjin, where are you?" Namjoon started to get paranoid. He grabbed his 
jacket and stumbled upon Yoongi halfway down the staircase, nearly 
tripping over the older boy. 


"He's gone, Namjoon." 


"Not again..." 
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In the middle of searching for the man outside and still not finding him, 
Namjoon sensed that this had something to do with Joowon. 


He drove to his house and knocked on the door. 
"Joowon, it's me." Minutes later the man got a response. 
"Namjoon, is that you?" His brother answered, but didn't open the door. 


"Yes. Will you open the door?" He waited a few minutes more before 
knocking again. 


"I'm sorry, I can't come to the door now." A strange voice of a woman 
echoed outside of the door. 


"I'm kind of busy at the moment..." Joowon replied. Namjoon knew what his 
brother meant by "busy". Defeated without evidence that Seokjin was there, 
the man turned away. 


"T said I was busy." When Namjoon was about to get back inside of his car, 
Joowon continued to talk. 


"I know, that's why I'm leaving." Namjoon spoke back. 


"Seokjin? I don't know anything about him, what are you talking about?" 
Namjoon pressed his ear against the door, something wasn't right. 


"I didn't say anything about Seokjin." He continued to listen closely. 


"It's not my fault you don't know where he is. I'm going to sleep now, bye, 
Joon. And good luck on finding him." Namjoon twisted the doorknob. 


As he expected: The door was locked. Before going crazy, the doctor had 
one last option left to prove Joowon wasn't lying to him. 


"Joowon, the police is outside! They're looking for you!" Silence. Joowon 
no longer replied. 


"I knew it. He made a fake recording." Namjoon ran back to his car. 


"He took him. Joowon doesn't know who he's messing with. If he attempts 
to do something to Seokjin, I'll confront him even if he is my own blood." 


Seokjin saw the sun was slowly setting down in the reflection of the 
mirrors. Because he 

can't withstand the burning sunlight on his sensitive skin for many hours, 
the vampire asked Joowon to give him his jacket for him to cover his face 
and body with it, which the man refused to lend him, claiming that he could 
hold on just a few more hours. 


He didn't ask him for anything else after that. In fact, the man didn't say a 
word to Joowon just to avoid annoying him. 


"Where are we going, s- Joowon?" Seokjin was about to call Joowon "Sir" 
like he used to, but he decided to stop calling him that nickname ever since 
Namjoon became jealous of it. 


"I'm going to get you what ever your heart desires, my dear." Seokjin 
followed behind Joowon, ducking down for a split second when the guy 
threw his hand over his shoulders 

then he kept walking around with him. 


The plaza they were in was stunning: It had various stores with expensive 
items, including designer clothes, entertainment stores, book stores, a food 
court, and a very beautiful architecture. 


Seokjin was mesmerized by the interior design of the plaza. There was a lot 
of echo in that place, noises were flowing every which way throughout the 
plaza, causing the man discomfort in his ears. Not to mention the loud 
conversations people were having. 


"Care for a free sample?" Every two minutes a sales person would promote 
their products 
and ask the men if they wanted to try it. 


"No, thank you." Joowon answered for Seokjin every time, just to keep him 
from talking. 


They kept on walking around the plaza. Namjoon was on Seokjin's mind, he 
knew that the doctor must be worried about him. 


"May I use your phone? I didn't tell Dr. Kim that I was leaving with you 
and I don't want him to worry about me." The man asked. 


"What happened to the phone I gave you, cutie?" Joowon raised his 
eyebrows. 


"Namjoon broke it." They entered a store. 

"I'm not giving you my phone for you to call him, I'm sorry. You may call 
anybody else, but don't even bother taking to my brother." Joowon rolled 
his eyes. 

Seokjin nodded. 

"Is there anything you want from here?" 
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"Seokjin, where could you be now..." Namjoon was spinning in circles. 
There were so many places the man could be and who he could be with that 
Namjoon was running out of options, and gasoline. 


He stopped at by a gasoline station to fill up the car's tank. When he got 
inside of the convenience store to pay for the gas, he found his cousin was 
also there and greeted her. 


"Haha, it's funny, your friend was here as well." 


"What friend?" Namjoon said. 


"Your roommate, of course. He entered the store alone." He knew that she 
was talking about Seokjin. 


"Did you see who he was with?" She nodded. 


"Yeah! That's the funny thing about it, your roommate was with Joowon. 
He looked so awkward, standing alone next to me." She explained. 


"Did you see which way they went afterwards?" Namjoon grabbed his car 
keys. 


"They went that way," His cousin pointed towards a very long bridge. "If 
I'm not mistaken they were headed to that really fancy plaza. Your brother 
likes to charm people all of the time." She giggled. 


"Thanks for telling me." Namjoon paid for the gas and left with more 
anticipation of finding Seokjin. Now that his search was over, the doctor 
could focus on where Joowon and Seokjin could be around in the plaza. 


It wasn't going to be an easy thing to do, there were too many business 
establishments they could be in. 


He saw well over one hundred people scattered around and not a single one 
of them looked like the two male figures he was searching for. 


"Almost everything is on sale. There's no way I'll be able to get through 
everybody here, I'll try going this way." 


The first place he checked was the food court, hoping that his brother didn't 
try to feed the vampire because he could easily drug him that way by 
making him feel drowsy. 


Out of a possible twenty to thirty people he laid his eyes upon, Namjoon 
didn't find the man and his brother in the food court. 


The next place he checked was around the stores. He knows very well 
which stores Joowon usually visits: All of the most popular clothing stores 
with expensive brands. 


He saw a shoe store which was always packed with people, especially since 
they have the best brands for cheap prices. He went inside and was greeted 
by a tall guy who was trying to promote the bestselling sport's shoes. 
Namjoon politely avoided him to start his search. 


Nothing. 


Just when Namjoon was about to head out to search for them in the parking 
lot, he spotted Seokjin outside of a store called CyberGoth, shyly smiling 
and laughing with Joowon by his side. They were holding lots of bags in 
their hands. 


Namjoon appeared next to them minutes after he was able to spot Seokjin. 
The vampire stared at Namjoon, then looked at the other man beside him. 


"Seokjin, go wait for me in the car, okay?" Joowon said. 


"Stay in mine, and lock the doors." Namjoon spoke, handing Seokjin his car 
keys. 


The man didn't know who to obey, if Joowon or Namjoon. He loved both of 
them, but in different ways; He saw Namjoon as a lover and Joowon as a 
friend with benefits since he was so charming, just like Namjoon. 


Seokjin walked away from both of them, still holding the bags in his hands. 
Namjoon and Joowon stayed talking, but slowly began to follow Seokjin in 
between their conversation. 


"T didn't give Seokjin permission to leave the house, why did he agree to 
come with you here?" Seokjin was hearing what Namjoon was saying, even 
though he was a little far from both of them. 


"Because he's a grown ass man who doesn't need the authority of a jealous 
little kid like you to have fun." Seokjin seemed to agree with Joowon. He 
wasn't a child who needed to be protected 24/7 by another adult. 


"Namjoon, you keep him locked up in your house to use him to your 
advantage." Namjoon crossed his arms, hearing the last sentence from 


Joowon. 


"Hold on one minute, what exactly do you mean by "Advantage", Joowon?" 
Namjoon questioned. 


Seokjin stood behind both of them, nearing towards Namjoon since he was 
beginning to trust him more than Joowon. 


"You work a fulltime job. And after a long, long day at work, you come 
home to your sweet little blood-sucker to do shenanigans with him." 
Namjoon tilted his head. 


"Shenanigans? Advantage? Quit that nonsense, brother. Tell me straight 
away what you need to say." Namjoon looked over at Seokjin who was still 
behind him. He couldn't tell if the man was embarrassed or anxious, but he 
needed to work things out with his brother first before taking him back 
home. 


His brother grinned. 


"As you wish. Seokjin, come forward so you can hear this as well." Joowon 
demanded. 


The vampire moved to the center of both men to not cause anymore 
conflictions between the two. 


"Namjoon, you don't want this man because you love him, you want him 
because you needed a sex slave." Namjoon was in shock by Joowon's 
words, but what left him completely speechless wasn't just what his brother 
said, it was something even more unexpected that happened the minute 
Joowon opened his mouth. 


Seokjin had swung his fist, knocking the guy flat onto the floor. 


"Never disrespect Dr. Kim." 
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"Never disrespect Dr. Kim." Joowon stood up, wiping the blood off of his 
lips. 


A throbbing pain concentrated in the open wound Seokjin created when 
colliding his closed fist with the guy's lips and jaw, causing him to bleed. 


"You know it's true! He wants you for sex, Seokjin." He insisted. Namjoon 
snatched the bags away from Seokjin and emptied them all, on top of an 
empty bench outside of the clothing store they were just in. Within those 
full bags were inappropriate clothes, and weird objects such as a whip, a 
black latex bodysuit, and a mouth gag. 


"He said it was what normal humans wear... Master." Seokjin lowered his 
head, clearly uncomfortable. 


"Go to my car, stay away from this pervert." Seokjin obeyed Namjoon, 
heading to his car empty handed, confused, and disappointed in himself. 


"This is the last time you'll ever be around him. If I catch you trying to take 
him away from me again, I won't hesitate in putting a restraint order on you. 
Do I make myself clear?" Namjoon released Joowon's collar, roughly 
dropping him on top of a bench. 


His brother brushed himself off. 


"He won't love you for long. Do you hear me!" His voice became distant 
the further the doctor walked. He noticed a few eyes were on him in the 
crowd of people, but he didn't mind that. What was on his mind, however, 
was Seokjin. He needed to get back to his car as soon as possible to make 
sure that the man was okay. 
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He made it back to his car only to find the man curled up in the backseat. 


"Sweetheart, are you okay?" The doctor gently tapped on his shoulder, then 
relaxed when he heard the man breathing softly. 


"He's asleep. I won't bother him, he's already been through enough." 


The doctor drove off, spotting Joowon's car a few miles away from his. He 
avoided it and drove faster. 


"He won't lay a hand on Seokjin ever again." He stopped at a red light, 
checking up on Seokjin in the backseat every now and then. The man hasn't 
moved a muscle. 


Namjoon didn't think much about it, he just found it normal. The man was 
most likely drained from the long drive from Namjoon's house to this huge 
plaza full of people and random stores. 


A bump on the road, caused the dash of Namjoon's car to pop open, 
exposing his camera. 


Which appeared to be on... 


The doctor reached out for it, still paying attention to the road. He managed 
to grab it, automatically playing a video that was recorded today. 


"T haven't recorded anything today. What could this be?" He clicked on it. 
Seokjin appeared in it. 


"Good afternoon, doctor Kim. You've been gone for a while and I just found 
this camera in your car, so I wanted to record a video." The man lowered 
his head, breathing slow. 


"T don't know what you and your brother are doing at the moment. I worry 
that you are fighting with him. Please be back soon... You might be 
disappointed at me and angered, but please return to me." Namjoon turned 
the volume up, slightly. 


"I'm not in the best condition, right now. I don't feel good at all. My head 
has been hurting, and my vision keeps blurring in and out of focus, sort of 
like this camera. I'm feeling sleepy. 


You might find me asleep when you get back. Namjoon, for your own safety, 
make sure you watch this video when you're not driving. What ever you do, 
don't turn to see me if I have awoken. This is my very last warning, 
goodbye." The video ended and Namjoon put his camera back inside of his 
dash, then closed it to make sure it wouldn't open again. 


What did the man mean by that? Namjoon was curious, but took his word 
for it and didn't turn his head back. When driving, Namjoon started to hear 
shuffling sounds coming from the backseat. Remembering what Seokjin 
had told him, the doctor didn't turn his head back no matter how severe his 
curiosity had gotten. 


The rest of the drive everything was quiet, and Namjoon was relieved when 
he started to see the familiar surroundings in the neighborhood he was in, 
he knew that he was closer to his apartment. 


Just when he was a block away from his destination, he felt something 
breathing down his neck, covering his body with goosebumps. 


"What are you doing, I'm driving." The vampire was breathing heavily on 
Namjoon's neck. He wanted to see him, but he didn't want to risk doing 
something wrong. 


It was harder for him to concentrate on arriving home when the vampire 
continued with his malicious behavior towards him. He was now tilting his 
jaw, for Namjoon to face him, but the doctor held onto his will until he 
arrived home without saying a word. 


"Seokjin, what was that video all about?" When Namjoon turned his head, 
he found Seokjin wasn't his normal self: He was paler than usual and his 
eyes were pitch black, he was drooling rapidly as if he had rabies. But 
instead of foam, he was spewing blood out of his mouth, becoming more 
and more aggressive each time. 


"Seokjin, what happened!?" The man didn't reply. 


Namjoon got out of the car immediately. The man jumped out of it, 
violently hissing at him. His fangs were sharp and pointier than before. 


Namjoon slowly backed up. What ever he drove back home, was not the 
same person he had in the backseat of his car. This dark entity wasn't even 
Seokjin, it was a completely different person. Namjoon was almost 
convinced that Seokjin had become someone else. 


"You are not my patient...Who are you?" The dark entity approached him. 
Its facial expressions drastically changed and black tears streamed down its 
face. Namjoon made no attempt in running away, because he knew that 
what ever it was, this was still Seokjin. 


The creature sensed Namjoon's fear, but had no interest in reasoning with 
him. He ran towards him, standing face to face with the man. Namjoon felt 
strange next to him, his heart started to race and his stomach churned. 


The same emotions he's gotten when he used to visit the Seoul Hospital he 
used to work in. This couldn't be a good sign. 


He learned that this person standing in front of him wasn't Seokjin anymore. 


The closer he approached Namjoon, the more tempting the creature 
appeared to him. It was still the same handsome tall man in Namjoon's eyes, 
but the doctor couldn't risk getting to close to him, so he slowly stepped 
back until he was pushed up against a door. 


The dark entity's breath was steamy. He got closer to Namjoon's ear. 


His eyes were even more hypnotic to Namjoon, but the amount of fear he 
had wouldn't let him fall directly into the entity's temptations. 


He ran his long nails across Namjoon's jawline, exposing his collar. He 
tilted his neck ever so slightly, being very slow and gentle. 


His voice lowered, almost growling. 
"Let me in." 


The entity opened its mouth and sunk his fangs deep into Namjoon's neck, 
but instead of sucking his blood out, the creature injected a black bloody 
substance into his veins. 


Namjoon couldn't pry the creature off of his body because of how strong his 
force was. So he stayed there, his own body began to slowly shut down. His 
legs were wobbling, and he couldn't find the strength to keep standing up. 


When the creature became persistent, not moving a muscle, Namjoon 
couldn't take the pain from the unknown entity entering his body, so he 
collapsed on the ground. 
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"Dr. Kim, get up. Please, get up." Seokjin got up from the ground to find 
out that Namjoon was lying unconscious on the ground. The man went to 
his side, trying to wake him up but he wouldn't even move or breathe. This 
worried him, but Seokjin didn't move the doctor or even touch him. The 
man knew what he had done, and what he just did was not an easy thing: He 
just gave Kim Namjoon a new personality. By now, that dark entity has 
most likely manifested itself inside of the doctor's immune system like a 
virus. 


If Seokjin moved Namjoon from the position his body was currently in, 
then he would stop the transformation from happening, and if that happens 
then Namjoon could die from the sudden change he would experience while 
being awake. So Seokjin didn't think twice about it and just left the doctor 
alone. 


Of course he stayed by his side. He even attempted to hold onto his hand, 
but he knew that it would be very risky for both of them, so in he had no 
option left but to wait. 
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"Dr. Kim, please wake up." Night dawned on them. Seokjin felt as though 
he was all alone in the darkness, since the doctor had been lying on the 
ground for hours now with no changes whatsoever, his state of mind was 
still in blank. 


Seokjin gave up on waiting, it depressed him to see the man he loved 
unconscious for so many hours in the cold. He stepped forward until he was 
face to face with the man again. 


Or face to back, because Namjoon's face was covered in the grass. 


"Dr. Kim..." The doctor hesitated at first to get up, and seeing him do so, 
Seokjin was relieved to find his lover was okay. 


...or was he? 


"Don't worry me so much." Seokjin sighed, feeling happy. But his smile 
immediately faded away and a very painful scream exited his mouth when 
he felt his body was being crushed against a tree. His arms were shaking 
while he struggled to stand back up on his feet. 


He had been too distracted thinking that Namjoon, the sweet and caring 
doctor he knew was finally awake from the eternal slumber he had, to pay 
attention to his real self. And when he did get to see his face, Seokjin was in 
stunned, in complete shock. 


"Namjoon?" 


His eye color went from a hazel brown to a pitch black color. The doctor's 
hair was also black, and his mouth was dripping with crimson red blood. 


The strange man was dark, his presence was connecting with Seokjin's, he 
sensed Namjoon was no longer himself anymore. He still looked the same 
to him, but Seokjin discovered that it really wasn't him. 


Without saying a word, Namjoon got closer to Seokjin as the vampire kept 
backing away from him while hissing, sensing something wrong within the 
man in front of him. 


"Namjoon, what are you doing? Agh!" It was the first time Seokjin has seen 
the doctor act so aggressive and dominant with him. 


Namjoon lifted Seokjin by the neck and started to cut off his oxygen supply 
by choking him. Luckily, Seokjin used all of the strength he had in him to 
push Namjoon off of him and free himself. He fell to the ground, 
continuously coughing from the shortness of breath. 


"You've... gotten very... Strong, sir." Seokjin didn't have any intentions on 
hurting his loved one, but if it's a challenge he wanted, then it's a challenge 
he'll get. 


The dark entity darkily laughed, a loud echo coming out of his cackle and a 
fog was roaming around the neighborhood from the coldness of the night 
which had arrived. 


Seokjin stared at the man in front of him with his mouth opened in shock, 
waiting to see what he would do next when he began to approaching him 
again. 


He stopped a few inches away from Seokjin and stared at him. The dark 
entity recognized that Seokjin wasn't an ordinary man as he imagined, he 
was a vampire. 


Memories suddenly flashed back into his head. 


"Seokjin?" His voice was different, it was deeper than before. Seokjin 
nodded, quietly. Keeping his distance from the man, for his own safety. 


The dark entity extended his hand to the vampire, waiting to see what he 
would do. As expected: The vampire took its hand without thinking twice. 
He saw the man's eyes turn completely white as he threw his head back. 


The entity started to get flashbacks of himself and of Seokjin. He knew then 
who and what both of them were, individually and to each other. 


"Namjoon." Seokjin let the man run his hands across his face, then looked 
down as he held onto his hands again. 


His appearance was so different, yet Seokjin still trusted him. The dark 
entity smiled, showing his sharp and pointy canine teeth. 


Seokjin was pushed against the car again. A painful yet pleasing sensation 
left his body numb when Namjoon turned his neck and started to feast on it 
like a vicious animal. 


"You carnivore..." The vampire grinned, enjoying the pain. Namjoon tasted 
his blood, drop by drop. 


"Namjoon..." The pressure became overwhelming for Seokjin since he's 
hasn't felt like this in years, it caused him to groan and dig his sharp claws 


into Namjoon's back. 


He continued to call out his name, silent yet loud enough for the both of 
them to notice. 


"Namjoon.." When the entity stopped its actions, Seokjin was left with not 
just two teeth marks, but with an entire round mark of sharp fangs. 


Blood was splattered around Seokjin's neck, tempting him to have a taste, 
but he didn't. 


Namjoon was covered with the vampire's crimson red liquid, all over his 
lips. 


"Call me Dr. Kim." The dark entity smirked. 


Seokjin wrapped his arms around Namjoon's neck. 


"Do you need anything, Dr. Kim?" Seokjin asked, wiping off the excess 
amount of blood that was dripping down Namjoon's lips. 


"Your blood." Namjoon responded, after a while. This made the vampire 
feel surprised and happy all at once, yet he disguised his emotions by not 
making any facial expressions 

In front of the man. 


"T need yours too." 
Seokjin wasn't afraid anymore. 


Namjoon's eyes weren't as dilated at they were before. His eyes were 
changing back to its original color. 


"Seokjin, what did you do to me?" The doctor held his head, feeling 
extremely dizzy and thirsty. The taste of blood was actually enjoyable to 
him. Seokjin helped the man get into his house to explain everything to 
him. 


"See for yourself." He dragged Namjoon's hand to his mouth, he felt his 
teeth were all bloody, very pointy, and his appearance was different. His 
cheekbones were sharp. Everything about him had changed. 


"You turned me into a vampire?!" The doctor fell back. Seokjin helped him 
up. 


"Now we can be together forever, because not even death can do us part." 
Seokjin's voice seemed to calm Namjoon down. 


"How long is forever?" The two men looked at each other. 


"Long enough to have you by my side, and that's all that truly matters to 
me." Seokjin said. 


They lock hands, heading upstairs. 


Seokjin sat down on the bed, taking his shoes off. 


"I apologize for not removing my shoes earlier before I entered your 
apartment.” He seemed to be speaking to himself, because Namjoon wasn't 
answering. 


"I feel very tired." He rested his head on the pillows, when Namjoon 
hovered over him. 


"Vampires don't need sleep." Seokjin nodded. 
"You have a good point." The younger man removed his own shirt. 


"T'll never get tired of doing this." He took Seokjin's pants off, the vampire 
pulled the covers over them. 


"T hope you're ready to go all night. Now we have no excuses to stop, 
because you won't lose your energy." Namjoon nodded at Seokjin. 
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After their erotic night together, the two men lie awake with not even the 
slightest amount of tiredness in them. On the contrary; They had enough 
energy to stay awake all night. 


"So, this is what it feels like to be different." Namjoon spoke, his arm 
underneath the vampire's head. 


The man beside him nodded while turning over to his side to stare into 
Namjoon's eyes. 


They were slowly becoming his original eye color again, as he had come 
down from his high. Fun fact: When they were having sex, Namjoon's eyes 
glowed a dark red in the darkness. Even as a supernatural vampire, the 
doctor still remained bright with a dark twist. 


"You can finally see many things in my perspective." Seokjin said. 
Namjoon got up, giving Seokjin a short nod before exiting the room, naked. 


"Where are you going?" The vampire followed behind him, putting his 
bathrobe on and bringing Namjoon his as well. 


He had to say: for a vampire, Namjoon sure was faster than him and his 
skin was still the same. Perhaps the doctor hadn't changed yet. Or perhaps 
he changed into something other than just a vampire. 


Seokjin stopped by the bathroom door to stare at Namjoon who was staring 
at himself in the mirror, looking at every new feature in his body. 


His bones were more pointier, and thinner. 
His body looked a little more built and stronger, not as frail as Seokjin's. 


His hair was dark brown, and his iris changed depending on his mood. His 
eyes had dark circles around them. 


The doctor seemed depressed for a while, acting sort of bittersweet towards 
his own self, to a point where he wanted to hit the wall with his fist, but was 
stopped. 


He turned around, fiercely, startling Seokjin. 


"Seokjin... Leave." His voice was different, almost cruel yet sad. The 
vampire gently covered Namjoon's body with his bathrobe, then did as he 
was told and left. 


When he turned around to shut the door, he noticed that Namjoon had 
already removed the bathrobe from his back, exposing himself again to look 
into the mirror. 


His body was almost the same as before, but his eyes weren't and neither 
were his teeth. He felt odd, confused, and his situation worsened as the 
vampire returned to him and stood by the door. 


"I'm a monster." He whispered, staining the glass with his hand. 


Seokjin remained silent and kept his distance to give Namjoon a chance to 
react to his new self. Unfortunately, his transformation did not go as 
Seokjin planned. 


"Obey me. Leave, now." Despite his intimidating words, words the old 
Namjoon would have never said to him, Seokjin didn't leave. 


Seokjin knew that the sudden change wasn't easy for Namjoon. He's been 
through it, after all. So the man thought that he could help Namjoon, but all 
he gained from it was to have 

the doctor completely block out his words. 


"You're not a monster, Namjoon." He whispered, lowering his head. 
"And how would you know? You don't own my body." Namjoon sighed. 
"I may not own your body, but are you forgetting that I'm also a monster? 


The demon. The outcast. Call me what you will, but you and I are the 
same." The vampire smirked, darkly. 


Namjoon relaxed. He came to his senses, learning to control his emotions. 
He wasn't a monster, he was just different. 


"We aren't monsters." Seokjin was surprised. 
"We aren't?” 


"No." Namjoon held onto the vampire's hands. "We're powerful. Very 
powerful." This made Seokjin feel relieved, knowing that the man was 
accepting his reality little by little. 


Namjoon grabbed his bathrobe from the floor and put it on, then went 
outside to the kitchen and opened his fridge. 


"What are you doing, sir?" Seokjin sat on top of a tall barstool while he 
watched Namjoon remove various amounts of food in his fridge. 


"Well, I won't be needing food anymore. I'm a vampire now, so it's time to 
stalk up on pints of blood and avoid garlic." Namjoon joked, but was still 
telling the truth. 


"How do you know you can't eat any human food? What about meat? 
Although I rarely like to eat, eating meat is very appetizing to me." 
Namjoon opened his freezer and stared at what was inside. 


He found steak, chicken, and pork. When he opened the meat after 
unfreezing it, he saw all of the blood inside of the plastic trays. 


"Are you hungry at the moment?" The man asked Seokjin. Seokjin 
answered no. He wasn't hungry either, what he did feel was energetic. 


"I won't feel the urge to eat until a few months go by, that's just how I was 
fed in the hospital. However, this might not effect your body. You might 
feel hungry later on." 


Namjoon agreed. He still wanted to try eating out of his own curiosity, so 
he still decided to continue cooking. 


Seokjin swung his feet back and forth. The barstools were a tiny bit taller 
than him, but he didn't mind it. 


He saw Namjoon was opening the meat after it finished unfreezing. The 
man seemed busy trying to prepare the meal to even spare a glance at 
Seokjin. The vampire didn't mind it, he just watched him cook. 


"Have you discovered anything new within your body?" Namjoon shook his 
head. 


"Not yet." This gave the vampire an idea. He began to wiggle himself back 
and forth in the barstool. Namjoon noticed. 


"Don't do that. You'll injure yourself." He warned. Seokjin took his warning 
as a challenge and proceeded to further test the man's patience by moving 
faster. 


The floor was slippery. Namjoon turned his back to grab something, but 
before he knew it, he was catching the vampire in his arms as he fell off 
halfway from the tall barstool. 


His reflexes were so fast, allowing him to move speedily. He was able to 
catch Seokjin instantly. 


Seokjin held onto the doctor's strong arms. 


"T've never done this before. How is this possible?" Namjoon's eyes 
widened. 


"I believe you just found your new supernatural powers, Dr. Kim." 
The men shared a passionate kiss. 


When they went back to doing their own things: Namjoon still cooking and 
Seokjin in the living room, curled up in the couch, Namjoon's phone rang 
from upstairs. 


"T'll bring it to you." Seokjin made it upstairs and picked up the phone to 
bring it to Namjoon. 


"Namjoon-ah, it's Yoongi. I'm here with Joowon. We need to talk to you and 
Seokjin." Yoongi spoke over the phone. The tall male didn't speak for a 
moment. Just the thought of seeing his brother triggered anger into him, and 
his emotions weren't the same anymore. 


If he gets carried away, God knows what could happen to whoever is 
around him. 


Namjoon wasn't a normal man anymore, he was a dark entity. With the new 
supematural powers his body possessed, he feared that he might do 
something he will later on regret. 


"Today is really not a good day for you to visit, Yoongi..." 


"Just hear us out for two minutes and we promise to leave right after." 
Namjoon looked over at Seokjin, then turned his head back towards the 
kitchen. 


"Make it quick." Namjoon sent Seokjin to open the door downstairs since 
he had to find a way to disguise himself as much as possible, not to mention 
the fact that he needed to hide his sharp teeth and make his eyes turn back 
to their original color. 


He figured that the only way for him to change his iris back to its original 
color, he had to wear colored contact lenses, and so he did. They looked the 
same as they did yesterday before he was turned into a supernatural 
vampire, only the contacts were one shade darker than his real color. He 
expected no one to notice it. 


"Good afternoon, sir." He heard voices coming from downstairs and sensed 
a lot of movement. 


While searching through his things, he found a mask and a beanie, so he 
decided to wear it along with a sweater to cover up his body and skin color 
so no one would notice anything different and instead would focus on his 
clothes. 


Seokjin was greeting Joowon by the time Namjoon made it downstairs. The 
guy held onto Seokjin's waist while pulling him in for a hug. 


"Apology accepted, Joowon." The man forgave Joowon for what he had 
done at the plaza yesterday, then spun around to be greeted by Namjoon. 


Yoongi and Joowon stared at each other. 

"Are you cold or what?" They pointed at his long, black coat. 

"If only you knew." Namjoon grinned. 

His thoughts were interrupted when Yoongi waved his hand across his face. 


"Earth to Namjoon. Anyone alive in there?" The older man joked. Namjoon 
and Seokjin laughed along. 


"We were never alive in the first place." Yoongi and Joowon often joke 
about death, so they thought Seokjin was just joking and didn't take him 
serious which was a plus for Seokjin and Namjoon, because no matter how 
much they would express their changes to those two, Joowon and Yoongi 
would never really understand them. 


In no time, they had all sat down on the dining room table, chatting about 
different topics. Everyone was sitting minus Namjoon who was back in the 
kitchen, paying attention to his medium rare cooked steak. 


He looked at it for a moment. 


"T never used to leave the meat raw, or eat it medium rare. Why do I feel the 
need to try it right now." The man turned the steak over. Blood was dripping 
out of it and the inside was completely red, meaning that it was medium 
rare, almost uncooked. 


Now as a doctor, he would normally wait for his food to be fully cooked to 
eliminate any bacteria or salmonella stored within it. But right now, he just 
couldn't do that. 


He inhaled deeply, taking in the tempting aroma of the uncooked steak, then 
he took it out and placed it on top of a large white, ceramic plate. He could 
see the blood dripping from underneath the steak while he put it on the 
plate. 


"So tender yet juicy." His mouth watered. 


"Just one taste..." He poked the meat with a fork, dragging the small piece 
into his mouth to end with his temptation. 


It tasted unimaginably good. The smells, the tastes, everything was perfect 
to him. 


Seokjin got up from the dining table, excusing himself. He went to the 
kitchen and stood next to the man who was viciously munching on 
something, dripping a red liquid from his lips. He approached him. 


Namjoon's eyes were dark and dim as he wiped the blood off of his lips 
immediately after seeing the vampire standing right next to him. 


The vampire caressed his face. 


"You're learning." He smiled, praising the doctor. Their visitors were 
becoming impatient 

after a while of not interacting with Namjoon, and the man knew it. So he 
went back to the living room with fresh food he previously made just for 
Yoongi and Hoseok to eat. 


Their friends looked at Namjoon suspiciously, wondering why he had a 
mask on and why his jaw was oddly wider. 


"What's with the mask, Joon? Are you sick?" Yoongi asked. Namjoon felt 
the mask on his face, then lifted his head up to answer the older boy. 


"I'm not sick, this is for protection." 


"Protection against what? We aren't in an airport or any foreign place where 
there are a lot of people." Joowon cut in. 


"You work in a hospital! A hospital filled with germs and diseases of all 
kinds!!" Yoongi raised his voice without realizing it. Namjoon shut his eyes 
for a while. 


"Raise your voice only in desperate times, Mr. Min." The man turned his 
back around, Seokjin following behind him. 


"Mr. Min? Holy shit- You're talking like the vampire now..." Yoongi and 
Joowon got up from the table. 


"That THING is changing you." Joowon tried to stop Yoongi from speaking 
any further. 


"Yoongi, calm yourself." 
But the older man couldn't. He was outraged. 


"Take that mask off right now. Reveal yourself to me." Seokjin stared at 
Namjoon who was becoming frustrated. 


He was about to remove his mask to expose his sharp canine teeth, but 
Seokjin stopped him from doing so. 


"How about we all just go to this new plaza they opened up a while ago? 
They have an arcade where we could have fun for a while. What do you 
think about it, cutie?" Joowon removed Seokjin from Namjoon's side to 

wrap his arm around his shoulders. 


The man felt his supernatural powers grow deep inside of him, increasing 
his anger. He later on figured that the angrier he got, the stronger his powers 
made him. 


Seokjin released himself from Joowon's side to return next to Namjoon. The 
man immediately placed his hand around Seokjin's waist, his hands were 
burning up. Seokjin felt the burn, hearing a sizzling sound that made him 
flinch. But this only made the vampire become more attached to Namjoon. 


"To the plaza, then. Let's go." 
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The men all head outside. 
Seokjin was next to Namjoon until Joowon cut in between them. 


"Seokjin, sit here. Yoongi can ride in the backseat with Joon since they are 
best friends, of course." The guy cheekily smirked, feeling devious. Seokjin 
didn't even move from Namjoon's side. He couldn't. 


Namjoon was different now, he couldn't just leave the man alone for a three 
hour drive. He knew exactly where Joowon was taking them, it was the 
same place that he took him the last time and it was a very long drive. 


"No." His attitude was getting Joowon tired. 


"Namjoon, just sit." Yoongi made Namjoon sit by him. Namjoon agreed, 
but held onto Seokjin's hand. 


"T don't think so-" Joowon separated them from each other. They all 
remained silent, even though their minds were slightly connecting: Seokjin 
could hear Namjoon's thoughts, and so can Namjoon. And from the way 
Namjoon was thinking, the vampire could tell that he didn't like the idea of 
him sitting next to Joowon. 


Halfway through the ride, Joowon opened his mouth to speak. 


"You see, by having Seokjin right next to me, he has a higher chance of 
surviving in a car accident... If we ever have one. Hopefully we never will. 
Namjoon, I'm doing you a favor by keeping your precious vampire from 
getting hurt. Aren't I the best brother ever?" He held Seokjin's hand for a 
moment, right after talking. 


Namjoon slapped Joowon's hand, not too roughly, but not too soft either. 


"The passenger seat is the most dangerous place to sit in the car, especially 
if the driver next to you is a complete idiot who doesn't have both hands on 
the steering wheel. Now if you really wish to keep your promise to me, then 
keep your hands on the wheel and your eyes on the rode." He slithered his 
way into Joowon's ear. 


"And if you continue misbehaving yourself in front of him, I swear I'll move 
from my house and place a restraining order on you stating that you can't 
get near Seokjin or me, or else the cops will send you to jail. Understand 
me?" Joowon nodded, nervously. Namjoon didn't intimidate him, he knew 
he was just getting jealous again which is exactly what he wanted. He 
envied his brother: The perfect doctor everybody was proud of. And him? 
Just a boring business man. Little did his parents and Namjoon know that 
Joowon was actually a scientist. He's been studying Seokjin's behavior not 
only since the first day he met him at the family gathering, but way before 
then. 


Joowon wasn't just any regular scientist, he worked for an old enemy of 
Namjoon's who goes by the name of- 


"Lee Bohwa... He knows Lee Bohwa?" Seokjin thought, looking down at 
the man's vibrating phone. It rang during his short discussion with 
Namjoon, so apparently the man didn't notice the call. 


"He knew this whole time. He's a liar, he most likely knew that I was a 
vampire because of Bohwa. How am I going to tell Namjoon without 
putting him in danger 2" Seokjin gasped out loud, caught up in his thoughts. 


Everyone noticed. 


"Seokjin, what's wrong, honey?" Joowon's voice reminded Seokjin of the 
nurses whenever they would call him 'Honey'. That annoying, nerve 
wrecking nickname they would give him when they would experiment with 
his body. He hated it. 


Joowon moved his hand towards his thigh, looking for a place to park 
around the plaza. Namjoon knew that that had to be the cause of Seokjin 


gasping. 


"I told you to stay away, you bastard!" Namjoon's mask fell off as he swung 
his fist. Seokjin and Yoongi both stopped him. The vampire put Namjoon's 
mask back on, so that the dark entity wouldn't expose himself in front of 
everyone. 


"Nothing to see here, people. Just brotherly love." Joowon laughed. People 
seemed to ignore them after that scene, thankfully. 


"Is somebody jealous again? Hmm?" 


"Cut it out, sir. This game of yours has to stop." Seokjin spoke for the first 
time in a while. 


This took everyone by surprise. Yoongi, Joowon, and Namjoon all turned 
over to look at the vampire who had become quiet again. 


They began to walk towards the plaza. This place was different, and was 
not what Seokjin 
imagined it to be. 


It wasn't just a regular mall, it was a huge plaza where people have to walk 
outside to enter whichever store they want to. Although this gave them a 
perfect excuse to split up in two: Seokjin with Namjoon and Joowon with 
Yoongi, this wasn't what the guy had in mind for his brother and Seokjin. 
He third wheeled in between them the entire time. 


Yoongi left the second he got there because he had spotted Hoseok in one of 
the stores, so he told Joowon he would leave to his house with Hoseok. 
Joowon felt even better than before. It was just him, Seokjin and Namjoon. 


From far away, they could see two small children running towards them. 


"T hate small children. They're so annoying." Joowon groaned. Seokjin 
turned his head over towards him as Namjoon was distracted by the 
children, greeting them nicely. 


"You truly are the opposite of your brother, sir. Namjoon adores children, 
whereas you hate them." The man turned his head to stare at Namjoon who 


was acting as sweet as always to his young patients, when Joowon's voice 
interrupted him. 


"I don't hate children, Seokjin. Please don't think so negative of me." 
Joowon frowned. Seokjin tilted his head towards him. 


"T'll be back soon with an apology gift. Would you mind waiting for me 
right here?" Joowon held Seokjin's hand, leading the man to a bench far 
away from where Namjoon was. Seokjin hesitated at first, but waited for 
the guy to return. 


When he returned, Joowon handed him a bottle with a purple substance 
inside of it. 


"It's grape soda, have you ever tried it before?" Seokjin shook his head. 
"T can't drink this. I'm sorry." The man lowered his head. 


"No, no! Don't worry, it won't harm you. At least drink a small sip for me?" 
Joowon convinced Seokjin to drink the fizzy purple soda. It tasted okay to 
the man, he wasn't a fan of the fizzy feel he had in his tongue, let alone the 
way it felt when it hit his stomach but he drank it for Joowon to not make 
him feel bad. 


"Dr. Kim, we needed to thank you for all that you have done for us." 
Namjoon was listening to the admirers he's gained at the new hospital he's 
working in, one moment, then the next he was hearing a conversation from 
far away. 


A conversation which contained two familiar voices; one hesitating while 
the other being completely calm. 


Seokjin and Joowon. 


"Well, we should go back now... Why did you lock the doors, sir?" 


"Surprise." Namjoon heard the sounds of a car taking off. He immediately 
ran after it. 


"It's Joowon. I'm heading to your place." He looked over at the man next to 
him. Seokjin was about to jump out of the car when Joowon handcuffed his 
hands to the steering wheel. 

"He's perfect for the job, I swear. Text you later when we arrive, boss." 


"Let me out." Seokjin was clenching his jaw tightly. 


"Oh, I will. Once we make it to our destination. Be a good boy and stay 
still. You're going to make us so much money." 


"Us...2" Seokjin felt lost without Namjoon. He also felt sleepy. 
Very sleepy. 
His vision blurred and he could no longer hear what Joowon was saying. 


The drink Joowon gave him had sleeping pills in it. In no time, the man was 
knocked out unconscious for hours. 
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Seokjin woke up in a strange man's arms, feeling drugged. He was in an 
unfamiliar place. 


There were huge lights surrounding him everywhere. 


"He's awake." The unknown man who was holding him in his arms, was 
also holding him hostage. He had an ankle brace on both of his ankles, and 
his wrists were now getting tied to a hospital bed. 


"Good. Now we can proceed to further investigate him." And by that, 
Joowon meant to experiment with the vampire with new things such as 
blood samples, odd tests, placing him in strange machines, and giving him 
medicine he's never taken before. 


He had an allergic reaction to one of them, his throat closed up and he was 
holding it while struggling to breathe. They forced his mouth open and gave 
him a benadryl for the allergy. After another hour of sleeping, the man 
woke up to something worse: He was now inside of a tube filled with water, 
hooked onto a breathing tube to be able to breathe underwater. 


Strangers were all around him, observing him from far away. 
"One down, one to go." He heard Joowon's voice. 


"We're going to need more enforcement to capture the second one. Namjoon 
is a different type of vampire." The older guy who was next to him said, 
staring at Seokjin. 


"There's no need. I'll personally confront the second vampire. My brother 
was changed one 

day ago, he can't possibly be just as advanced as Mr. Kim. It'll be a piece of 
cake to capture him." Joowon tapped on the cold glass tube. Seokjin 
couldn't move his head. He couldn't move a single muscle in him. He was 
attached to wires that connected to various other machines that were 


pumping the blood out of his body and if he moves, he would be 
electrocuted by another machine that he was hooked onto just to prevent 
him from escaping. The man had absolutely no way to escape. 


Except for one. One possibility that was too risky for him to even think 
properly, but it's the only thing he could do at the moment: Telepathically 
connect with Namjoon. 


"Dr. Kim, can you hear me?" He shut his eyes and waited. 
Immediately afterwards, he got a response. 


"Seokjin! Where are you? I followed him, but Joowon locked the door with 
a pass code and I can't get in no matter how much I try." Namjoon was 
nearby. This relieved Seokjin, but stressed him out as well. 


"T don't have enough time to explain this to you, Namjoon. I don't know 
where I am, but use your powers." There wasn't time or a proper way to 
explain everything, but Namjoon knelt to the floor, feeling sick to his 
stomach. 


Seokjin was no longer saying anything, but Namjoon knew that they were 
draining the life out of him. It was just like his nightmare. 


Seokjin was getting killed slowly and he had no way to access that door. 
His lover was about to die and there was nothing he could do. 


He looked down at his hands after he flinched when touching his forehead. 
Namjoon's body was burning up with a fever. He couldn't breathe and his 
body was on fire, and he knew exactly what it was. 


Anger. 


But his anger was also injuring him. Something was happening to his body, 
he could feel it. His mask fell off as he stood up then collided with the 
metal door when he fell again. 


The noise alarmed everybody inside of the room, but they didn't exit it to 
find out what it was. They were distracted by Seokjin who was grabbing the 


wires. 


"Don't touch that! Disconnect everything!!" Joowon shut down the 
machines just before the man could electrocute himself with any of the 
wires connected to his body. 


A worrying silence filled the room. Everything was very calm. No one 
moved, no one said a thing. 


Suddenly, "What's that sound? Where is it coming from?" a loud bang 
echoed throughout the entire place, alarming not only Joowon, but 
everybody in and out of the place. 


Screams were heard from outside, but everything was quiet after a sharp 
growl shut the voices from outside. Joowon was concerned. 


"Keep him in that tank! I'm going to investigate where those sounds are 
coming from." 


"No need." A deep, dark voice echoed after a huge crash startled Joowon. 


He stood face to face with what appeared to be his brother, in disguise of a 
demonic figure. Later on, Joowon found out that this demonic looking man 
actually was his brother. But he found out the hard way, by being flung in 
the air by him and thrown across a hospital bed. 


"Joowon, Bohwa, It makes me feel so happy to know I'm seeing you both 
here-" Namjoon paused to stare at both of the men. "For one last time." 


His voice was dark, and possessed. 
His eyes were completely white. 


Clothes were partly ripped to shreds because of his muscular body. When 
the dark entity turned his head over, he saw Seokjin's frail body was pale, 
bruised from the way they grabbed him by force, and how mistreated he 
seemed. His body was floating in the cold water, and the glass tank was 
slowly breaking. 


"Now!" Bohwa aimed his gun towards Namjoon and shot him to the 
ground. 


"Tie him up." The man grabbed a rope and began to tie Namjoon, but his 
hands own warmed up in the process of doing so until his eyes met up with 
a pair of darker ones. 


"Lights out." Was the last thing Namjoon said before he kicked Bohwa in 
the face and switched the lights of the room off. 


Growls and hissing made the rest of the people in the room evacuate, 
fearing for their own safety. 


The sound of chains moving, followed by a strange crash made Joowon 
become nervous. 


He stepped away, but didn't leave. 


"Bohwa, what's that?" He felt a cold, liquidity substance wet his shoes. 
When the man turned his cellphone's flashlight on, he wished he would 
have left it off. Joowon and Bohwa standing on the water from the tube they 
had placed Seokjin into. The tube had broken and the chains lingered 
around the place. 


"Stop stroking my hair, you idiot! Now is not the time!" Joowon demanded, 
punching Bohwa in the ribcage. 


"That wasn't me..." Bohwa stuttered, his legs were shaking as he held a gun 
in his hand. 


"SHOOT HIM!" The men aimed randomly in the darkness of the room, 
trying to figure out where Seokjin and Namjoon were to shoot them down. 


"T can't." Joowon took the gun away from Bohwa when his own ran out of 
bullets, only to find out that Bohwa's didn't have any either. They were out 
of bullets, and soon they began to feel outnumbered when a swarm of 
voices entered their heads and exited through their ears, sending chills 
down their spines. 


"You did this." One voice whispered. 
"You were always in a rush to turn us into who we are." Another spoke. 


"Now don't fright. We won't bite if you keep it hush." They were sure there 
was more than two vampires in the room. When Joowon made an attempt to 
exit the hospital, the door was locked and the password wasn't working. 


"Let me out! Let me out, right now!" He started to panic. This made Seokjin 
laugh, with a voice that really didn't belong to him: This voice was lower 
pitched, sinister, and hungry. 


Very hungry. 


"Hearing your plead won't stop us from torturing you for your mistakes." 
He suddenly felt a long claw run up his throat, then a full hand slither 
around it, nearly cutting off his air supply. 


A gunshot made Joowon jump. He knew Bohwa had a gun on his hand 
before, so he only assumed that the doctor had just aimed somewhere to 
intimidate he vampires. 


"Bohwa? Bohwa, stop playing around." His voice was shaky. The guy was 
suddenly starting to worry when he had no response from Bohwa. 


"Bohwa..." Joowon found him lying on the ground, bleeding. A bullet had 
shot straight through his heart and killed him. This worsened Joowon's 
state. He was now shaking while grabbing his gun. 


"Stay the hell away from me!" No bullets. Not one bullet and nothing to 
protect him against the supermatural powers of his brother and the vampire. 


With a shaky breath, he pressed his back against a wall, feeling safe and 
hidden, but his safety was short lived when a cold metal was pressed 
against his head. 


It was a scalpel. 


"Namjoon, you wouldn't kill your dear brother, your own blood, now. 
Right?" Sweat beads formed around the guy's forehead while asking the 
question to the dark entity that 

his brother became. 


He felt his sharp teeth were near his face. The low growling increased 
Joowon's heart rate 
and made him sweat even more. 


Another figure next to him caused him to jump. 
"S-Seokjin...2" 


A giggle answered his question: Kim Seokjin was next to him, but he was 

no longer the shy and kind vampire he could manipulate whenever he had 

the chance to, the man was 

darker. His mind wasn't where it needed to be at the moment, so he wasn't 

responsible for any of his actions and that included bad ones too. He could 
commit a murder and the next day he would have no memory of it. 


"My brother in law is a good listener, and such a great liar." Seokjin ran his 
hands through Joowon's throat again, his claws tempted to sink into his 
neck, but he restrained himself. The vampire had other plans for Namjoon's 
brother. 


"You killed Bohwa." Joowon squinted when a bright light flashed in his 
eyes, exposing Seokjin who's eyes were dilated. His veins were visible from 
the amount of blood that Joowon and Bohwa drained from him, but the 
amount of blood he lost was the same amount he gained when feasting on 
the blood that rushed out of Bohwa's body when he was shot down, 
energizing the vampire once again and making him stronger. 


"Wrong, I didn't kill him. Master did." Seokjin responded with a quiet 
voice. 


"Master? Who's Master?" The guy was confused. He began to look around. 


A light suddenly turned on. It was dim and flickered on and off ever so 
slightly, Joowon sighed in relief that the darkness was over for a moment, 
but immediately regretted having the ability to see again. What he was met 
with was something out of this planet. 


Something more than supernatural. Namjoon was floating in the air, his 
eyes were still completely white, and him and Seokjin both had blood 
dripping out from their mouths. 


He screamed in terror as he saw Bohwa's dismantled body lying on the 
ground. 


Namjoon dropped down to the filthy hospital floor to get on Joowon's level. 
The guy kept scooting backwards, but had nowhere left to crawl and his 
legs were too weak to get up, so he remained in shock on the floor while the 
dark entity approached him, destroying anything that would get in his way 
until he made it to his brother. 


"One down, one to go." Namjoon pointed at Bohwa, mocking Joowon's 
voice. 


"Let the games begin, Dr. Kim." 
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Namjoon knew exactly what he was doing, and he was ready to risk it all in 
order for Seokjin to be out of danger. Everything including eliminating his 
own brother's existance 

and the lives of other human beings who could potentially become threats 
for the vampire and his own self. Seokjin didn't expect Namjoon to fight for 
him on his own. No, he was prepared to start a war for the man and obey his 
every command. 


Namjoon was in charge now, everything was in his hands and the dark 
entity knew what he needed to do. 


Fight. 

Destroy. 

Cause chaos. 

And use his powers to his own advantage. 


Joowon lay limp on the bloodied floor, his heart beating faster each passing 
minute. He kept scooting back, further and further away from the vampires, 
as they toward over him with dark red eyes filled with hunger for revenge 
and the temptations from the aroma of blood coming from every comer of 
the hospital floor. 


The men resisted the temptations around them to focus on what they really 
needed to do. 


Namjoon grabbed Joowon and tied him to the same hospital bed he had tied 
Seokjin to and watched as the man squirmed like crazy, resisting the straps 
and nearly breaking them from the amount of force he put into them. "I 
won't ever bother you again, just let me go. Let me leave." He stared at 
Namjoon and Seokjin who was standing behind the dark entity. 


"Do you really deserve the freedom after you almost took an innocent man's 
life away, my dear?" Namjoon asked, his voice going back to his original 
pitch, yet it didn't keep him from intimidating Joowon because he was in 
control now and his brother had no way of stopping him. 


"Namjoon, I'm your brother. I'm your own blood!" He insisted. 


"That's where you're wrong again, sir. Namjoon comes from a different 
bloodline now. You and him are no longer related." Seeing how devious and 
powerful Seokjin was just because he was safe beside his lover now 
sparked a flame within Joowon's dark heart filled with hatred. 


"You actually think you have him wrapped around your finger now, 
Seokjin? You think you're powerful just because he's here? You wouldn't be 
alive right now if it weren't for Namjoon. Without him, you simply have no 
function in the world." Seokjin was hurt for once by hearing those words 
coming out of Joowon's mouth. 


He was right, though. Without Namjoon, Seokjin wouldn't even be where 
he is in the first place. 


"And you shouldn't have saved this thing, idiot! He killed you and you 
reincarnated as a demon. What would mom say? What would the family say 
if they knew about this? You gave up your profession just for him. You 
ruined your life, Namjoon. Seokjin ruined your life." Namjoon started to 
have visions and flashbacks from when he first found out he was accepted 
into college, to when he began to work in the hospital he thought was kind 
and friendly. 


Then he remembered his patients. How happy he felt whenever he would 
see them. 


How happy he made his parents when they found out he was going to work 
in the hospital. 


And within the confusion of his endless chain of old memories, Namjoon 
saw that Joowon had escaped him and that Seokjin was gone as well. 


"Seokjin?" Namjoon found the man crouched down in a corner, facing the 
other wall. He searched everywhere and found that his brother had 
disappeared. His main concern was now Seokjin, so he went over to the 
vampire who was still slumped down on the floor. 


"Seokjin, you're safe now. Get up." Namjoon caressed Seokjin's back, and 
in response, the man turned his face towards him. His eyes were closed as 
he was looking down. 


"Face me, not the floor." Namjoon tilted Seokjin's chin upwards, forcing the 
man to stare up into his eyes. Namjoon's heart was crushed when he saw 
tears were streaming down Seokjin's face. 


"I don't deserve you... Sir. I ruined your life." He sobbed. Namjoon was 
taken back, seeing the vampire cry for the first time. His words were 
distorted from his cries, the doctor could barely unmask what he was trying 
to say, yet he understood him either way. 


"You ruined nothing, my dark angel. If anything, you saved my life. Now 
we could be together forever, don't you realize that? Don't cry, Seokjin. 
Please." He held the vampire in his arms, embracing him tightly for a while 
before they both stood up. 


Seokjin felt less guilty and Namjoon felt pleased to know that the man was 
no longer upset. 


The vampires both made their way out of the hospital building, not 
worrying about anything. 


"If I have the ability to levitate in the air, can't you do the same?" Namjoon 
suddenly asked, breaking the silence within the hospital they were in. It was 
strange to them that everything was so isolated and quiet, yet there were 
strange things in the hospital misplaced everywhere they turmmed to. 


"I can. Although, flying can wear me out sometimes because I require a 
specific amount of energy to do so." Seokjin responded. They lock hands 
with each other, pacing around the hospital, heading towards the elevator to 
leave. 


Namjoon held Seokjin's back, restraining him from taking another step 
forward. Everything got quiet and neither one of them spoke, but Seokjin 
started to get curious. 


"Don't move." He was about to move, but Namjoon didn't allow him to. 


He was suddenly pushed by Namjoon. The force of the dark entity left 
Seokjin's, already weaked body, worse than it was. His bones ached. Pain 
radiated throughout his whole body, especially his muscles. He used all of 
the strength he had in him to get up and walked around the hospital, only to 
find Namjoon was being held down by Joowon who was holding a gun to 
the his head. 


Namjoon was lying still, not making any sudden movement or attempt to 
rescue himself. 


"Do this for him and I'll give you what you want." 
~moments ago~ 


While Seokjin was pushed back, Namjoon was on the floor, struggling to 
breathe. Joowon released him for a second to make him an offer he knew 
his brother wouldn't resist. 


"You killed my friend, it's only fair that I get to ask you for one favor, right? 
Or you wouldn't want me to inject Seokjin with this leathal injection, thus 
ending with his life. Would you?" 


"What do you want now..." Namjoon pushed the man off of him, but he 
immediately latched onto him again. He took out a gun he had in his 
pocket. 


"With this gun, I can shoot Seokjin from a mile away right this second and 
kill him instantly." Namjoon punched his brother in the jaw. 


"Leave him alone, bastard!" He was ready to end with Joowon right there, 
but something stopped him. 


"Hello? Son?" His mother's voice. 


"Mother. Namjoon is acting very strange with me lately." Joowon faked a 
worried frown, then smirked staring at Namjoon. 


"Strange? What's going on, Joowon? Let me speak to Namjoon if he's 
around you." She said. 


"I'm very worried about, not only him, but his special roommate as well." 
Namjoon felt a rush of blood go to his head, as anger started to build up in 
him again when Joowon involved Seokjin into his conversation. 


"His roommate? What's wrong with him?" 


"Not "him", mom. 'It' because Seokjin isn't a man. He's not even human. 
He's a vampire." His mother was confused. 


"Vampires aren't real, Joowon. Stop that nonsense!" She insisted. 


"Oh, but they are real. He was genetically modified and experimented with 
by scientists in a lab. Namjoon kidnapped that thing and brought it home 
with him. He fed it blood, and guess what? The vampire turned on him. It 
betrayed him and turned Namjoon into a bloodsucking demon!" His mother 
was terrified by the amount of information Joowon was distributing to her 
about Namjoon. 


"S-son that can't be true. Namjoon is okay! Tell me he's okay!" Her 
screaming angered Namjoon because he knew she was getting this way 
because of Joowon. 


"Call the police and send them over to the address I'll be sending to you in 
the form of a text. This is the only way Namjoon could be saved! Mom, 
please save my sweet and kind brother from that thing!" Joowon's fake 
pleading convinced his mother enough to make her hang up and wait for 
him to text her the address to the place he was located in for her to call the 
police. He put his phone away and pinned Namjoon back down to the 
ground. 


"If you die now, I'll call my mother back and tell her I was just joking 
around; a sickening joke, indeed, but a great benefit for my own liking. 


However, if you don't, I'll send this bullet straight through your vampire's 
poor aching soul and kill him, then you'll most likely kill me so I won't need 
to flee the scene when you would be the killer and the cause of all of this. 
It's a win-win for me either way, so you choose: You either get killed or go 
to jail." Joowon's plan was working and Namjoon was running out of 
options. 


"If I die, will you flee the scene with Seokjin and hide him?" Namjoon's last 
request sounded obsurd, especially if he's trusting the crazy scientist who 
wanted to kill Seokjin, but it was his only chance of Seokjin's freedom and 
safety. 


"Do this for him and I'll give you what you want." Namjoon saw Seokjin 
was approaching him. He stared into the man's eyes, then focused on 
Joowon. 


"Take my life in exchange for his safety. Kill me." Joowon was more than 
satisfied with Namjoon's answer. Joowon lowered the knife to Namjoon's 
throat, gently pressing down when Namjoon stopped him. 


"Shoot me with the leathal injection. That's my only request." Joowon made 
an acception to Namjoon's request. After all, he was still going to kill him 
so he didn't care which way he did it, as long as he died in the end. 


"As you wish." Namjoon moved as Joowon pulled the trigger, thinking his 
trap would work like in the movies and that he would escape the bullet and 
save Seokjin. Be the hero of the story, and yet Joowon held him on time and 
still shot him. 


His body fell limp, curling on the floor from the excruciating pain of the 
steel bullet and liquid poison attacking his body. 


He heard a very loud screech of horror and anger, then opened his eyes 
slightly to see Seokjin as little as he could. His eyes were blurring from the 
poison, his body was starting to shut down. The vampire arrived late when 
he saw Joowon and Namjoon arguing with each other. 


He regretted not doing anything earlier to save the doctor from the evil 
scientist of his brother. 


Seokjin held Joowon's wrist trying to take the gun away from him, but they 
accidentally shot a window and a few minutes later, they heard the police 
were nearby. Joowon fled the scene immediately, returning to his car. 


"Namjoon! Namjoon please don't do this to me!" The vampire had no way 
of leaving. He couldn't drive, calling an ambulance would be too risky, too 
many questions that he wouldn't be able to answer. 


"This can't be happening. Sir, please don't die... You.. Can't. You can't leave 


W 


me. 


Seokjin had less than an hour to seek medical attention for Namjoon, or the 
man would die when the poison takes over his heart, lungs, and lastly, his 
brain. 


He heard people were breaking into the hospital. The police had arrived 
with reinforcements and were going to separate the vampires from each 
other. Seokjin began to feel different. 


He lifted Namjoon up with his arms and felt his spine was getting ripped 
apart. Black wings began to grow from his back. With a deep breath, he 
carried the man and broke out of the hospital with him in his arms, 
unconscious. 


"T'll save you." 
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Seokjin wandered off in the cold, dark night sky with Namjoon on his back. 
He felt worn out but he knew that if he stopped flying, both he and the dark 
entity would die by falling to their deaths in the middle of nowhere. 


If he stopped at the hospital, he would run the chance of them taking 
Namjoon away from him. He didn't trust doctors at all. Namjoon was the 
only doctor he's ever trusted. 


The man's wings began to weigh on him, soon his eyes sparkled and got 
heavier. He was tired but his mind was set on saving Namjoon and nothing 
could stop him from getting the doctor to safety. 


"T'll never forgive myself if you die because of me, Dr. Kim." His voice was 
low, but he knew that Namjoon couldn't hear him so what was the point? He 
started to talk normally 

to let everything out. He needed to speak what was on his mind or he would 
go crazy. 


"Joowon was right, I'm nothing. I'm absolutely worthless without you. But I 
would have preferred to be killed by him before you showed up, that way 
your life wouldn't be in danger in the first place." He saw so many lights in 
the city as he soared across the sky. 


He continued to talk, not caring if his voice was noticeable or not. 


"You risked your life for me. I sometimes wish you wouldn't have even met 
me. Knowing you was the best and worst thing that's ever happened to me. 
You saved me, showed me what true friendship and love is." The man 
gripped onto Namjoon tighter to prevent him from falling, but to also 
embrace him. 


"But you also taught me what pain really is. I'm in pain right now because 
of you. Because I fear losing you." There were no tears left for Seokjin to 
cry, all that was left in his heart and soul right now was Namjoon. 


He needed to think of a way to save him and he was running out of time. 
Each turn he would make would lead him to a dead end and without any 
options of where to head to next because he got lost on the way. 


In between all of the frustration and confusion, Seokjin found a hospital a 
few miles away thanks to a sign he was able to read in the highway. His 
shoulders were getting heavy, meaning he was ready to give out any 
minute. With the very last bit of energy he had in him, the man rushed 
towards the entrance of the hospital and saw the terrified looks on 
everyone's face. 


"Save him." He carried Namjoon and placed him on a hospital bed that the 
paramedics immediately brought out as soon as they saw the two men enter 
the hospital with blood all over their bodies, especially their face and 
mouth. 


Seokjin collapsed on the floor seconds after they attended to Namjoon. The 
last thing he remembered was carrying Namjoon in his weakened arms and 
successfully handing him over to the paramedics. 


Despite the immense amount of pain in and out of his body, Seokjin smiled 
before he fell to the floor, not worried if he would live or die because he 
knew that Namjoon was going to live on and be safe now. 
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Seokjin got up, finding himself within a very dark and beautiful forest. The 
forest Namjoon once drove through the first time they went out for a drive 
together. He remembered the place being just as beautiful as he saw it from 
Namjoon's car window but now it gave the man nothing but sorrow to see it 
knowing Namjoon would no longer be with him. 


He could only be happy for the young doctor to know that he was okay. He 
envisioned the man living on with the rest of his life completely normal. 
His body was most likely human again, so he could go back to eating 
regularly without getting tired or poisoned. 


And he could eventually figure out a way to forget about Namjoon in order 
to live within the dark forest. 


But to forget the doctor that made his life happy was a mission impossible 
for Seokjin. The vampire couldn't get the image of Namjoon out of his 
head. 


His hands... The hands that used to caress his soft skin. 
His voice... The voice which used to calm him down. 


His body... The way he used to hold onto his body the nights they would 
have filled with passion, or just cuddling together without a care in the 
world. 


His kindness... The amount of affection Seokjin would never receive for the 
rest of his miserable life. 


"T don't belong here. Not without you, Dr. Kim." The vampire knew it was 
too late to return. He didn't have the option to live or die in the first place, 
but Namjoon meant so much to him. Only now was he realizing that he 
would never see him ever again, not even in his thoughts or in his visions to 
know how he was, If he lived, if he died. Nothing. 


Seokjin would never be able to see him ever again. 
"No..." He held his head. 


"Namjoon, I need to see you. One last time, I need to say goodbye- I need 
you." He felt vulnerable for the very first time in his life. 


There was no way for Seokjin to ever see Namjoon, he was dead. He 
couldn't even find his way out of the place he was in. 


The place no longer seemed beautiful to him with Namjoon on his mind. 
The forest he once loved was giving him so many setbacks. Memories 
which were killing him on the inside. 


"T have to go back." He ran around the forest but tripped over a large tree 
branch, blocking his pathway, and fell in another unknown place, deep into 
the dark forest. 


Now he really had no way of escaping. He felt something spark in his body, 
so he held his chest and felt his heart beat. How could it be if he was dead? 
Seokjin was confused. 


The vampire couldn't get up. His leg was trapped within one of the tree 
branches. From far away he saw werewolves were approaching him, 
sniffing around. He was bleeding out of his ankle which had gotten injured 
from the fall. 


He had no way of leaving and his wings weren't existent. He couldn't fly 
anymore. Namjoon was the only source of energy Seokjin had. And now 
that he was left without him, the man was useless, powerless, and his life to 
him was meaningless. 


If he died, he would just end up in the same place so he didn't attempt to 
save himself. He 

sat there, stuck in between all of the branches, leaves and dirt, waiting for 
the wolves to come and kill him. 


"I hope you find me appetizing." His voice was almost gone, he had no 
voice left from screaming Namjoon's name out of desperation in finding 
him earlier. 


When the man took a closer look, he saw that the wolfpack wasn't traveling 
alone. Behind them was a large shadow. 


Too big to be a wolf, too small to be a potential threat. But the vampire 
didn't mind if it was a threat to him or not, at this point he was ready to 
accept the cruel fate that was awaiting him. 


The wolves one by one ran towards him, Seokjin was prepared for the worst 
but they avoided him instead as if they were running away from something. 
That something being the shadow that was behind them. That shadow was 
the only thing that was currently heading towards the vampire. 


Seokjin's eyes sparkled brightly as he leaned forward to get a closer look of 
what the thing was. The vampire patiently waited for whatever the 
unknown source was. 


Never in his life was he more prepared for death than now, but what he 
wasn't prepared for was something unexpected. 


Or someone. An unexpected visitor was approaching him. The figure had 
no intentions in keeping its distance from the vampire, and neither did he. 
Seokjin didn't want to avoid it because now he was confused by it. He did 
not know what it could be, but as the strange, dark shadow made its 
appearance to him, the vampire knew exactly who and what it was. 


Seokjin raised himself up from the ground with the help of the figure who 
took the tree branch and lifted it off of the vampire, freeing him. 


He stared into the shadow's eyes in disbelief. But he only stared as he was 
almost sure this was another one of his visions. The shadow was full of life, 
despite being dead. 


It was him. 
It was the person who became Seokjin's first and only friend. 
Who became Seokjin's first and last love. 


That person was no longer an "it" to the vampire, but a "he" and he goes by 
the name of... 


"Namjoon." Seokjin wasn't just imaging things anymore, Namjoon was 
really with him. 


The man was standing in his presence, right by his side without saying a 
word. Just smiling at him and showing off his dimples. The smile Seokjin 
swore he was never going to see again. 


Namjoon stood there with his arms opened, waiting to see what the vampire 
would do. 


He was just as Seokjin remembered: Tall, his hair was light brown, and his 
eyes were dark brown. He wasn't just Kim Namjoon, he was more than that. 


He was Doctor Kim. The doctor Seokjin fell in love with. 


Neither one of the men said a word, their bodies spoke for them and their 
bodies desired to be embraced against each other. Seokjin ran towards the 
man, for the first time in his life he actually wanted to be hugged. Feeling 
him again, the scent of his cologne, the soft touch of his body gave Seokjin 
strength and a desire for life again. 


"You didn't think I would let you die alone, did you? A doctor is nothing 
without his patient." Namjoon spoke, his soft yet deep voice was becoming 
Seokjin's medicine to heal his weak body. 


The vampire held onto Namjoon like there was no tomorrow. 


He could hear his heart beat. The doctor was still a vampire, but his heart 
stayed the same. He wasn't cold towards Seokjin. 


"T haven't shed a tear in over a decade. You're the first man to ever make me 
cry... I'll be damned." 
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Seokjin saw something in the doctor's eyes. Something bright, and shiny. 
His eyes were glistening with a different color. He gently removed the 
glasses from the man and saw they immediately turned red. 


"So, you aren't human after all?" The vampire asked. Namjoon placed his 
hands over the vampire's face. 


"I'm a hybrid. I stayed half human and half vampire, so I guess I'm a living 
tombstone." The man joked. Seokjin laughed, but his voice sounded broken. 


There were cracks in between, inaudible sobs, and happiness all infused 
within his voice. 


Within his heart and soul. 


"From the first time I saw you up until now, you've always been a mystery 
to me. Do you know why?" Seokjin stayed quiet, just shaking his head 
slowly. 


"Because of your ways. You were always so quiet, so motionless, I couldn't 
tell if you were angry, sad, or serious. Now that I've discovered most of 
your emotions, there's still one missing." 


"And what emotion may that be?" Seokjin looked up at Namjoon, his eyes 
shining at the man the entire time. 


The man opened his suit and took out a small, black box. Seokjin stared at 
him with confusion. 


When Namjoon bend down on one knee, he opened the box, revealing a 
ring. Not just any regular ring, this ring wasn't made up of silver 
rhinestones, or diamonds. This ring was completely black with a single red 
gemstone that was very illuminating to the vampire's eyes. It was absolutely 
beautiful and unique. It was perfect for him. 


"Will you marry me, Mr. Kim?" The vampire kissed Namjoon's forehead. 


"I would be honored to spend the rest of my eternal life with you, Dr. Kim. 
Of course I will marry you." The man slid the ring on Seokjin's ring finger, 
then pulled him in for a loving kiss. 


Their fangs were causing each other's lips to drip blood, yet they enjoyed 
the pain, for the kiss wasn't hurting the vampires, but strengthening them. 
Seokjin felt as though he never wanted to unlock his lips from Namjoon, or 
leave his side even for one second. 


He feared that if he would turn around, that the man would disappear. He 
still thought that Namjoon was just a vision in his head, but later that night, 
Namjoon did something to prove to Seokjin that he really was there and that 
he wasn't just a vision or a dream. 


In that very forest, the man lead Seokjin to a darker place. The place was 
filled with small 

red lights that illuminated their pathway the entire time. Despite the eerie 
feeling, the spine chilling wind that blew softly across their skin, and the 
weeping willow trees that were covering their view sometimes, Seokjin 
didn't find anything scary and neither did Namjoon. 


They found the forest rather peaceful. The experience Seokjin lived with 
Namjoon when he watched him nearly die in his arms left the vampire 
traumatized, even though Namjoon was still with him physically, and not 
just mentally in his memories. Seokjin refused to leave his side and the dark 
entity didn't mind it one bit. 


He held Seokjin's hand, the hand which he put the wedding ring on, as they 
entered an almost magical part of the forest. 


Seokjin saw so many stars, breathed fresh air, and saw how beautiful the 

forest really was now that he had his lover with him. Namjoon parted the 
vampire's hair out of his eyes, the vampire placed his hands on the other's 
chest, feeling his heartbeat. 


"We're not dead, my love." Namjoon said, watching how amazed Seokjin 
was by feeling his heart beating. "We're simply living on the other side." 
They walked further until they ended up inside of a strange yet familiar 
looking house. Seokjin's house. 


"We are not dead, but death is such a beautiful thing. I'm staring right at 
him." He flirted, watching Namjoon's facial expressions change as the skin 
color from his cheeks turned a light red. 


"Dr. Kim, are you smiling?" Seokjin asked, quoting the doctor. 


"Yes. I can't believe a dead man caused my face to turn this red." The men 
stare at each other before walking into the house. 


"It's just as I remember..." Seokjin started to have flashbacks. 
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"Seokjin, stop running! You'll get all sweaty and your appointment is in an 
hour. We need to wait for daddy to get back home so we can both take you." 
All of those appointments he went to since he was five years old. 
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"T don't want to have another shot, Seokjinnie doesn't like needles. Mom!!" 
His fear. 


"Seokjin, relax yourself and don't move or the nurse could injure you. 
Please stay still, you need these shots." The way his mother used to hold 
him. 


"Seokjin doesn't need shots. Mom is lying to Seokjin. Seokjin doesn't like 
mom!" The way he would always escape from her tight grip. 
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The day he was ‘diagnosed’ in the hospital. 


"He has a rare multiple personality syndrome, and schizophrenia. The only 
way to help your son is that way and you know it very well, Mr. And Mrs. 
Kim." 


"We know... And we're willing to accept your help. We simply can't handle 
Seokjin anymore, he's been getting so agressive with us lately, and all he 
does is talk to this imaginary friend of his. Sometimes we find him walking 
in the backyard of our house staring at a large tree we have and even 
sleeping underneath it. He gets out of control sometimes. Please help him 
and cure him." The look on his parent's faces were filled with worry. 


Seokjin pressed his ear against the door to get a better listen to their 
conversation, but he also hid himself since they could easily see him 
through the glass door. Luckily he was never caught. 


The night they returned home was the last time Seokjin was able to sleep in 
his bed, and the last time he ever saw his house. 


NNSs 


"Mom? Dad? Where are they taking me? Mom, don't let them take me!" He 
remembered the way his mother insisted on him going with the nurses who 
were forcing him to go with them. His father however, he was devastated. 
He saw the way he held his mother, comforting her as she let out a few 
tears. 


"We love you, son. We did this to protect you!" Little did they know that 
they had been fooled. 


NNS 


The second year Seokjin was in the hospital, he was in his room when he 
overheard a conversation a man was having over the phone. 


"Mr. And Mrs. Kim, your son has been getting far too aggressive in this 
hospital. No, we mustn't return him to you, for he's contracted a very deadly 
disease while he was inside of a forbidden area within this hospital." And 


the old man was right, Seokjin being the curious boy that he was, entered a 
forbidden place inside of the hospital. 


The place seemed to be under some renovations because the room was 
completely dark, so Seokjin took a flashlight he found in his bag, the only 
thing keeping him from getting scared of the dark whenever the nurses 
leave him alone in the room at night. 


The boy took it out of his pocket and lightened up his way to not stumble 
over anything unknown. He took an old and rusty looking elevator and 
ended up in a very dark part of the hospital that presumed to be a family 
friendly and helpful place. 


This part of the hospital was dark. The floor was covered with stains of 
blood, vomit, and other various things, especially pills. Lots of pills. The 
walls had inappropriate drawings written on them, and the patients didn't 
even seem human-like to Seokjin. 


"Hello, a-are you alright?" He asked a seemingly innocent young boy. But 
the innocent boy immediately launched at him, biting his leg. 


Seokjin screamed, alarming the rest of the people there, including the 
doctors who ran inside and took the small child away from Seokjin. 


"You shouldn't be down here, Seokjin. You're a very disobedient boy." A 
doctor injected him with anesthesia as they brought him back to his room, 
sedated. 


That is the very last memory he has of his parents. 

~end of flashbacks~ 

Namjoon just envisioned everything Seokjin just saw in his mind. The 
vampire had been through more than he thought, this made Namjoon feel 


sorrow and sadness. 


Seokjin wasn't sad, however. He held onto Namjoon's back. 


"Some memories can be hard to erase, but with the new ones I made with 
you, my pain slowly vanished." His kind words made Namjoon smile as 
they head inside of the house. 


The door was opened, it was nighttime and everything inside of the house 
was dark. 


Seokjin turned the lights on and he realized that the only familiar thing 
about his house was the outside of it, because the interior of the apartment 
contained all of the objects Namjoon owned in his old apartment. 


"Good memories combined with bad. What an interesting combination." 
Seokjin spoke as they went upstairs. 


Namjoon knew how the vampire was feeling right now, he could sense his 
emotions were still distraught. At that moment, all he wanted to do was tell 
him everything was okay just like he used to. Seeing Seokjin acting so 
strong made him realize just how broken he really was inside. 


"Don't leave me." Seokjin couldn't tell what was real or fake, but he wanted 
to make the most out of the moment he was living with Namjoon. 


Namjoon unlocked a door to a beautiful master bedroom. He kept Seokjin 
with him the entire time, as he closed the door and locked it. 


They made the most of their time together. After all, they still weren't sure 
if this was reality or not. 


The moonlight shining down on them was the only light they needed, 
because their love grew stronger within the darkness. Their desire for each 
other was more needed than blood, and far more valuable to them than 
anything else in the world. 


Namjoon's body slowly became transformed back into the dark entity, the 
darker the night grew. 


Although the night wasn't the only thing that was growing. 


Seokjin could sense that this night was going to be different than all of the 
rest from the way him and Namjoon were staring into each other's darkened 
irises. 


He opened his mouth widely, unable to contain his desire for blood any 
longer when he let out a lust filled, yet painful scream. 


The vampires had bitten each other's necks out of desire and hunger. Soon 
they became their own banquet and started to feast on one another. 


Their blood tasted different individually: Namjoon's was very light red and 
tasted sweet to Seokjin, as Seokjin's blood was dark, crimson red, and had a 
thicker consistency to Namjoon. 


"A..agh.." Seokjin lay back, his head pushed against the pillow as 
Namjoon's sharp fangs caused him to moan. 


The man slowly sat him back up again. Seokjin began to undress Namjoon, 
his bones felt so sharp and dense just like his own. 


A small piece of the window was cracked, allowing cold air to enter the 
house. The vampires didn't mind it, their bodies were too busy getting 
heated up against each other to even feel the wind. 


This night was going to be unforgettable. 
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Piece by piece of clothing, the vampires slowly unraveled themselves from 
the restraining outfits until their bodies were freed. 


Neither one of them could take their eyes off of each other. Seokjin shifted 
his body towards Namjoon, the other grabbed him by his hips and 
readjusted him in a comfortable position. His hands were cold to the touch, 
causing Seokjin to groan. 


"Are my hands too cold?" Namjoon removed his hands from the vampire's 
body, trying to warm them up, but Seokjin dragged them back onto his 
waist, insisting that he was fine with the coldness. 


Namjoon smirked, lowering his body onto Seokjin's, leaning closer to his 
ear. His words sending goosebumps to the vampire's entire body from head 
to toe. His deep voice was all that Seokjin needed to listen to. He missed 
Namjoon's warmth, his voice, and his body. 


Namjoon moved lower to Seokjin's thighs, the vampire kept his hands on 
Namjoon's head, curling his fingers on his hair. He felt an unfamiliar feeling 
his time. What could it be? 


His heartbeat was pounding faster. Namjoon hollowed out the inner corners 
of his cheeks and opened his mouth, sliding the man's length inside of it. 
The feeling of Namjoon's mouth around his midsection was strange, it was 
something Seokjin has never felt before. He found it enjoyable for a while 
after getting used to it, but he was wondering what the other thought about 
what he was doing to him. 


No questions were asked up until now. Seokjin's eyes were rolled to the 
back of his head while he cocked his neck back ever so often, allowing 
audible moans to escape his mouth. 


His mind was lost with an endless spiral of thoughts, he couldn't think about 
anything else but releasing his sinful words. 


"Ah, fuck.... Mmh..." He didn't have time to process what he just said, he's 
never spoken so malevolent in his life. The vampire started to think about 
what Namjoon was unleashing within him with the actions he was taking. 


The vampire was about to release when Namjoon stopped minutes before, 
preventing him from doing so. He tilted his head up, seeing what a mess he 
had created with Seokjin. 


Not physically, because the man still had yet to cum, but the mess with his 
emotions. Seokjin's face was completely red, he was breathing very slow, 
but his heart rate had increased. 


Namjoon towered over the man, showing him love and affection by kissing 
his 
face and neck while caressing his leg, encouraging him to bring it up higher. 


While Namjoon held onto Seokjin's outer thigh, building a specific sexual 
position, Seokjin began to kiss the dark entity passionately. His body was 
shaking from the adrenaline rush he had previously ignited within him 
when Namjoon was busy with his body earlier, but his energy remained 
unwasted along with his painful erection. 


Both of them felt very hot and bothered by their heat, but in no way were 
they in any rush to make love. Absolutely not. The vampires wanted to 
savor the moment as much as they could. 


The dark entity knew how desperate Seokjin was. He knew what Seokjin 
was feeling, yet he wanted to continue teasing him and ended up earning a 
loud hiss from the man. 


"Do some...thing...". Namjoon grinned at Seokjin, enjoying his view. The 
way he kept clenching his jaw whenever he would make any sudden 
movement, made him become very anxious and uncomfortable. 


Namjoon had enough fun teasing him and proceeded to get up, but Seokjin 
prevented him from leaving, his voice was raspy and grumpy. 


"I'm going to get the lubricant, it's in the bathroom downstairs. Wait here." 
The thought of waiting worsened the vampire's current status, increasing his 
level of aggressiveness towards Namjoon. 


"Don't just leave me like this, I want you now.." Sweat beads were forming 
around his forehead as he scrunched his toes, gripping tightly onto 
Namjoon's arms. 


The dark entity couldn't feel more pleased with Seokjin's reaction. 


"Rough sex it is, then." He lifted the vampire up onto his lap, wrapping his 
legs around his waist for a more secure grip, then proceeded to lower him 
onto his length the slowest he could. 


Although Namjoon wanted to take it slow, especially since the man had 
prevented him from using lube to properly stretch him out from how 
stubborn he was behaving, he was surprised to see Seokjin immediately 
started to bounce on his dick without complaining once. Just moaning. 


But giving him this much power and freedom was a mistake since he was 
moving with a very odd and fast rhythm and using a pace that was too fast 
for the unstable rhythm he had. 


He didn't know what he was doing, but he so desperate at the moment that 
he didn't care if what he was doing was right or wrong. 


"Seokjin, slow down. Hey! I said wait!" Seokjin didn't stop, so Namjoon 
made him stop by taking matter into his own hands. 


The reason why he stopped Seokjin from moving wasn't because he didn't 
him want to continue, but because halfway through, he saw a painful 
expression on the vampire's face and wanted to make sure he wasn't hurting 
himself. 


When he stopped, the man was breathing heavily. 


"Wasn't... Wasn't this what- What you wanted to do to me, Dr. Kim?" He 
gasped for air. Namjoon shook his head. 


"No. I wanted to go slow on you at first for this same reason, to not injure 
you.” The other couldn't help but laugh at Seokjin's panting. He found it 
funny and somewhat hot at the same time. 


"No pain can compare to the feeling of losing you." Seokjin thought. 


"Let me help you this time, agreed?" Namjoon's voice snapped him out of 
his thoughts. 


"Agreed." Seokjin nodded. He repositioned himself on top of Namjoon and 
let him handle the rest. 


The dark entity re-entered Seokjin then waited a while before thrusting in. 
Seokjin got used to his speedy pace after a few minutes, and desired more 
and more within each rough thrust. 


Seokjin had his nails dug so deeply into Namjoon's back to a point where he 
could draw blood. His hair was caressing against the man's chin, meeting up 
with his head before he tilted it all the way back again with the movement 
Namjoon was making with his body, keeping him unstable. If he hasn't 
flown off of the bed and onto the hardwood floor is because Namjoon is 
holding him so tightly, if not then he would have fallen on the floor a long 
time ago. 


His need to breathe was distracting him from focusing on what was going 

on in his lower abdomen, but the feeling within his stomach dominated his 
shortness of breath, encouraging him to continue and ignore anything else 

around him and focus only on his body and Namjoon. 


Meanwhile, the other was too focused on his actions to keep up with 
anything else, especially not his surroundings. He felt a flame ignite inside 
of him while he was still inside of Seokjin, but he didn't want to release so 
fast, he wanted to continue for a while more, so he stopped midway and 
began to suck on Seokjin's back, creating hickeys on his 

body everywhere. 


Seokjin had been patient up until now. His neck was busy getting sucked 
with kisses, but his hands weren't so he took this opportunity to start 
shifting Namjoon's body and automatically make him move. Namjoon 
noticed what the man was attempting to do. 


He gripped onto his thigh and began thrusting again. Seokjin parted his lips 
to allow the sins to escape his mouth yet again, louder than before. 


The vampire couldn't take it anymore. He was practically screaming out 
Namjoon's name, the faster he went. 


Namjoon slowed down, but Seokjin wasn't done yet. Neither of them were. 
The dark entity just wanted to keep being a tease. 


"Don't stop, Namjoon!" Seokjin was surprised when Namjoon spanked him 
roughly before they both created a mess in the bedsheets. 


As Namjoon pulled out, he was able to catch Seokjin in the air before he 
fell to the floor. 


The vampire was incredibly exhausted from all of the activities, but 
extremely pleased as well as Namjoon, who was still holding him against 
his chest, just in case he would fall to his side again. 


"Do you feel alright, Seokjin?" Namjoon asked, staring into his lover's eyes. 
"I'm alright. I've never felt better in my entire life." Seokjin ran his hand 
across Namjoon's face, gently, caressing him with his sharp nails. Namjoon 
smiled and softly shut his eyes. 

The night grew colder as the moonlight faded away, making the house very 
dark. Namjoon was about to fall asleep when he saw Seokjin was still wide 


awake. 


"You should go to sleep, or at least close your eyes to rest for a while." 
Seokjin lifted his head up, staring into Namjoon's sparkling red eyes. 


"I don't want to close my eyes or fall asleep." He said. 


"Why not?" Namjoon questioned, readjusting himself on the bed. Seokjin 
looked down for a moment before replying. 


"I'm afraid that you won't be by my side when I wake up." His heart 
clenched at the thought of not having Namjoon with him. Sleep was the last 
thing he wanted to have. He preferred to stay awake all night. It wouldn't 
affect him if he didn't sleep anyways. 


"You will always have me, Seokjin." Namjoon kissed his forehead. 
"Dr. Kim...2" Seokjin looked up at Namjoon again. 


"Yes?" The man waited for Seokjin to speak and what he replied with 
warmed his heart. 


"T love you." His love was so sincere, so pure and meaningful. How could 
Namjoon not love Seokjin? He adored him. 


"I love you too. Goodnight, sweetheart." The vampires kissed passionately 
once more. 


"Goodnight, my love." They locked hands together, covering their nude 
bodies with the bedsheet. 


And then ended their passionate night by drifting off into a peaceful 
slumber. 
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Seokjin woke up tangled in the bedsheets, cold and alone. The room was 
darkened, but there was a dim light beaming across the room he was in, 
encouraging him to get up. But the vampire felt too drained. All he wanted 
to do was turn to his side and give his lover a small peck on the cheek and 
feel his warmth. 


"He's gone." Not a simple trail of Namjoon was left and the side he of the 
bed he was sleeping on was made up as if the man hadn't slept on it at all. It 
was all in Seokjin's imagination: What happened last night, what they did, 
everything was just a dream. 


"I'm alone again." Seokjin was fine for the first five minutes, up until the 
man started to pick up a scent of Namjoon's cologne on his side of the bed. 
His scent reminded him of what was now gone. 


Losing Namjoon the first time was painful, losing him a second time left 
the vampire with epiphany; a realization in which he had come across yet 
again. He felt regrets of last night, if he would have known this would have 
been his last time seeing Namjoon, then he would have stayed awake. 


It was in this moment which he wished he wouldn't have closed his eyes to 
even blink. 


"Thank you, Namjoon." He hugged the pillow which had Namjoon's scent 
on it, feeling him closer to his heart. Then the vampire started crying. He 
was unable to hold back the sinking feeling in his chest any longer. 


He kept mumbling Namjoon's name between each sob, distorting his 
speech. 


The vampire curled his body up, lying down on Namjoon's bedside. The 
windows were closed, but there was still light shining through the dark 
room. 


He felt so empty, he felt alone, and he felt something else: A kiss on his 
cheek. 


"I'm here, sweetheart. Why are you crying?" There he was. Seokjin dragged 
him down on the bed, holding onto the man for a long time. 


"T thought you left me alone again." Namjoon caressed Seokjin's body as 
the vampire slowly released him from his embrace. The doctor then covered 
him up with the bedsheets, to protect his naked body. 


"It's cold in this room because the windows were opened last night." After 
talking for a while with each other, Seokjin felt better. 


"The cold doesn't affect me. You know that very well, master." Seokjin 
pouted, his red lips 
thickening, giving Namjoon a giggle. 


"Cutie- Handsome." Namjoon corrected himself, dreading that nickname 
"Cutie", the nickname Joowon used to call Seokjin. 


Seokjin didn't seem to mind it, he adored to be spoiled. 


"Are you hungry? We could go hunt for food if you'd like to." Seokjin 
denied the doctor's suggestion, insisting that he wasn't hungry yet, although 
a small amount of blood wouldn't cause any harm to his body at the 
moment. Not to mention the amount of energy and blood he lost last night 
at the hospital and when Namjoon gave him rough love bites, enough to rip 
through his pale and sensitive skin. 


Namjoon knew that the man was weakened still, so he helped guide him to 
the restroom. 


"Will you be alright on your own?" 
"Yes, I will be." The man reassured him, but Namjoon still had his doubts in 


leaving him alone to shower. This shower was taller than the one in his 
apartment, and he wasn't in the best condition yet to be left alone. 


"T just fear you falling and injuring yourself." He parted Seokjin's hair out 
of his eyes. 


"I'm a lot stronger than you think I am." Seokjin spoke, lowering his tone to 
sound serious for Namjoon to believe him. 


Namjoon agreed on leaving him alone while he left the house to find blood 
in case one of them got hungry. Namjoon himself felt a little bit low on 
energy, so he thought that the best thing to do was to leave Seokjin 
showering on his own while he figured out a way to find the blood. 


While the dark entity set off to find the supplies he was searching for, 
Seokjin felt chills all over his body as he let the warm water fall on his 
weak body. He waited for his back to get used to the heat, then proceeded to 
wet his entire body with the water. 


The shower was slowly healing him mentally, but not physically. He started 
to feel a heaviness on his chest halfway inside of the shower, a heaviness 
that was slowly sending the vampire to his knees. 


His vision blurred. Seokjin was having a premonition. The unpleasant 
feeling lingered all around his mind, blocking him from doing anything 
else. So he grabbed his bathrobe and stepped out of the shower. 


He got back to the room where he and Namjoon slept in, and started 
looking for clothes in the closet because the clothes he had on him 
yesterday were currently dirty and ripped 

from the activities he did with the dark entity last night. 


While opening the closet, he found his own clothes and Namjoon's as well. 
On one hand he felt relieved that they both had their clothing, but on the 
other the heavy feeling inside of his chest was causing him an unbearable 
pain and disturbance. 


The vampire chose an outfit made up of black jeans, polished boots, a 
regular white shirt and threw on a long black coat because he still felt cold. 
Then he wasted no time to leave 

the house to find Namjoon. 


Something inside of him was telling the man that his lover wasn't alright. 


As he wandered off into the woods, seeing them in the dim sunlight that 
was shining through the thick gray clouds, Seokjin took a deep breath in, 
letting the air linger around his body. The coldness wasn't bothering him, 
and the rain that was about to descend from the sky was the least of his 
worries; with Namjoon on his mind, Seokjin was focused 

only on finding the man and making sure he was safe. 


"What if he's not in any danger? I should turn back just in case he's home 
again... I hope I'm right." With a short sigh, the man took his first steps to 
turn back around, when a loud and familiar voice made him stop breathing 
momentarily. 

"Namjoon?" 


"Seokjin...". His voice was lingering around the woods, so Seokjin followed 
it, feeling desperate to find the man. 


"Namjoon." He called out his name, his pace getting faster the closer he 
was to Namjoon's voice. 


"Save me. P-please." The vampire's heavy feeling in his chest turned into 
anxiety as he ran 


through the endless woods. 


"Where are you!" He shouted, turning to every direction and covering up as 
much dirt as possible in search of the doctor. 


"Don't you see me?" The voice whispered into his ear, "I'm right here." 
Someone suddenly covered his mouth. 


"Don't say anything." 
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"Don't say anything." Seokjin didn't dare to turn around, hearing Namjoon's 
real voice telepathically communicating with him assured him that the man 
was Okay, but what alarmed him was the fact that he answered to a strange 
and familiar sounding voice that didn't belong to Namjoon's. 


A dark black cloud of smoke slithered next to the two men, they didn't 
move in case it would only worsen the current situation they were facing. 
The cloud was slowly molding 

into a person. A person both vampires knew very well. 


"Even in the afterlife we can't escape from you, can we?" Namjoon held 
Seokjin's arm, urging the vampire to go behind him. 


"You can no longer cause us harm. You are in our territory now, which 
makes "us" the threat, and "you" the victim." Seokjin stood by Namjoon. A 
loud cackle echoed through the entire forest. The laugh was demonic, full 
of evil and the bad intentions that were accompanied with it. 


The shadow approached them, grabbing Seokjin by the neck. Seokjin 
dragged his pupils towards Namjoon; the man was also getting tormented 
by something affecting his blood cells, causing him to drop to his knees on 
the ground. 


That unknown entity was stronger than both of the vampires. The man was 
struggling to move from the small hill he seemed to be attached to from 
how heavy his muscles felt. But he just couldn't find the strength to drag his 
limbs to help himself up, aside of that, 

Seokjin was also immobilized by the shadow who was cutting off his 
oxygen supplies. 


Namjoon gathered up his muscle pain and turned his pain into anger, 
allowing his blood to boil up to increase the bloodstream. Once the man 


was able to strengthen himself and get up from the ground, he swung his 
fist at the unknown entity. 


The entity didn't even react to the impact of Namjoon's fist against its face, 
it was still holding onto Seokjin who was also kicking the thing with a 
strong force and even biting it. 


Namjoon found a large tree branch and was able to pry Seokjin off of the 
shadow by roughly swinging the branch at its abdominal wall. While the 
shadow crouched down, Namjoon hold onto Seokjin. 


"Run back home and get weapons, I'll keep it distracted." Seokjin took off, 
making his way out of the woods as fast as possible. He found the house 
and opened the front door. His hands were shaking as well as his entire 
body, he was coughing from the shortness of breathe he experienced when 
he was being forcefully held up by his throat in the air. 


He didn't have time to catch his breathe before he was scavenging for any 
possible sharp objects that could work as weapons. The first place he 
searched for was the kitchen and gathered up two of the sharpest knives that 
could easily cut through anybody's skin. 


The vampire decided to grab a small backpack to put his weapons away in 
it before he hurriedly ran back out of the house to head back into the woods. 
This way he could make sure that he had enough weapons for both he and 
Namjoon to fight against their threat. 


"Namjoon, where are you?" Seokjin's vision blurred while he unconsciously 
walked around the forest, finding Namjoon and the entity standing face to 
face with each other. 


"You shouldn't have followed us here. Everything was fine until you came 
along.” He had his fists fisted tightly into a ball, Seokjin could see 
Namjoon's nails slowly digging deeply into his own palms as the entity 
stood there grining. 


"T'll make your life a living Hell for what you did to my friend and I. I'll 
avenge us both." 


Seokjin approached the two entities, handing his backpack to Namjoon so 
he could hide it while he tried to distract the other entity. 


"Can't you see, darling? You're already in Hell." He spoke, his voice dark 
and intimidating. 


"You are in our territory now." 


"Umm, "our"? I believe you've forgotten who you truly are, Kim Namjoon. 
You aren't a vampire. You are nothing but a mere human who wanted to 
become a hero by saving the lives of sick people. Isn't that why they call 
you "Doctor Kim", don't you miss that life you had?" The shadow was 
using reverse psychology on Namjoon, and the man was slowly falling into 
its trap. 


"He who desired to save the lives of the injured, ended up hurt himself." 
The entity tilted Namjoon's neck with no hesitation, exposing his scar of 
where Seokjin had bitten him. 


"Look at how scarred this visious demon left you." 


"The only demon here is you, sir." Seokjin held a knife behind his back, 
trying to distract the entity's mind by playing tricks on him to make him feel 
confused. 


Namjoon bowed his head down, seeming defeated by the shadow. Seokjin 
took the chance to grab the shadow by its neck, holding a blade up to his 
throat. 


"I wear this scare as a badge of honor, the honor that no profession could 
ever give me the pleasure of having. I haven't forgotten who I am." He 
walked toward the shadow. 


"You just envy me because I became better than who I was before. I have 
the bloodline of a vampire, a bloodsucking vampire. However, you? You're 
nothing." Namjoon's words were causing the shadow as much pain as the 
cold, metal knife that was slowly being pressed into its throat. 


Seokjin looked at Namjoon. 


"What punishment will be bestowed upon it, master?" His eyes were 
daggered on the shadow. 


"Don't kill it yet, Seokjin." Seokjin removed the knife from the entity's 
throat, holding him down with all of the force he had in him to prevent it 
from moving. 


"Let's bring it to our playground, so we could play a little game." Seokjin 
obeyed Namjoon 

as both of them dragged the shadow to a dark and creepy, yet colorful 
playground. It gave the shadow chills, the way everything appeared was far 
too graphic. 


"This is the place your friend used to bring me to play in when I was just a 
little boy. He used to leave me in here with mental kids who would scream 
loudly... That was, until one day, I silenced their voices for all eternity." 
Seokjin dragged his knife, pointing at the bloody swing set. 


The chains of the swings were bloody and rusted. The slides were broken 
halfway, with shoe prints marked deeply onto the ground. 


"These were made the day I became aggravated by a small child. You could 
have followed in the child's footsteps... However, we've prepared something 
special for you." Seokjin smirked. 


Namjoon peered over his shoulder, staring at the shadow. 


"We're going to play a game called Hangman, the best part is that you're 
going to be the main character! How exciting is that?" He grabbed the 
shadow, carrying its limp body to a weeping willow tree. 


The shadow kept fighting against Namjoon yet ended up tied to a tree by 
his neck. 


"This is a six letter word that you must fill in if you wish to live. The slower 
you answer, the tighter the rope gets. If you answer wrong three times, then 


your neck will be chopped off, so choose your answers very wisely. 


Seokjin, tie him." Seokjin tied the rope to the shadow's neck, earning a 
growl from it. 


"This should be interesting." 
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Namjoon's POV: 


I watched as Seokjin gave me the signal to start the game. The only hint I 
gave it was that the word was a name. That is all. 


"Seokjin!" The shadow was wrong. The word wasn't Seokjin. 


"Incorrect." Seokjin teased the rope by moving his fingers around it, 
rubbing the thick layers. 


He's adorable when he's evil. 


"Namjoon! It's a six letter word! Is it Namjoon?" It shouted for its dear life, 
which was literally on the line. However, it was wrong again, so Seokjin 
started to tighten the rope, causing the shadow to wiggle around feeling 
uncomfortable. 


"Time's running out. Why don't you try one last time before dying, mm?" I 
grinned, showing my sharp teeth. 


"Joowon." The shadow lowered its head, admitting to a devastating defeat 
when Seokjin untied him. 


"Correct. Show yourself, brother." The smoke evaporated and vanished, 
clearing up into the figure of aman. A man who was known as "Kim 
Joowon", my brother. 


"What really brings you to this place? This is our land now, you on the 
other hand are nothing but a leftover for us." I spoke. 


"A leftover for us to feast on." Seokjin's words seemed to intimidate the 
man even more. That's my boy. 


"I come in peace. All I need is a favor from one of you... That one person is 
Seokjin." He turned his head over to stare at the vampire who was staring at 
both of us. It feels just like before when Joowon would put Seokjin in this 
situation in choosing between; going with him, or staying by my side. 
Which, thankfully, he always chose me. 


"What do you want from me, Joowon? Haven't you done enough to us 
already?" Seokjin was right. Joowon caused us too much harm, which is 
why I don't trust him at all. 


I should have left him tied to the tree just in case. 


"Just do one last thing for my poor, aching soul, and I will leave you both 
alone. You may even kill me afterwards, if you wish to. Or feast off of my 
flesh, wouldn't that be appetizing?" His voice was sincere, but it all 
depended on what favor he was asking, and if I would allow Seokjin to 
grant his wish. Even if it is his very last, I wouldn't risk it. 


"Go on. What does your aching soul wish to have from me." Seokjin 
crossed his arms as stared into Joowon's eyes. If looks could kill, I would 
have wanted his wish to be a staring contest so I could instantly murder 
him. 


And with what he asked Seokjin as a favor, I never wanted to kill a person 
so badly in my entire life. 


"Sleep with me." That, that was Joowon's favor. For Seokjin, my Kim 
Seokjin, to sleep with him. I was ready to gouge his eyes out with my sharp 
nails, when Seokjin did the unexpected, yet again. 


"T'll do it." He agreed. 


"Seokjin, no. Don't do this." I stared at the vampire who was already 
walking towards Joowon who had a stupid smile plastered on his face. 


"T just want to get this over with. It won't take long. Namjoon, I love you. 
And only you. Can you trust me?" I trust Seokjin, who I don't trust is 
Joowon. Not even the slightest bit. 


But if Seokjin agreed, and if he was okay with doing this with my brother in 
order to end with this already, then I couldn't Impose. I allowed him to go 
with Joowon, only if I could stay in the house with them just to make sure 
that Seokjin was okay afterwards. 


My blood was boiling inside of me, and before Joowon even lay a hand on 
Seokjin, I immediately parted his hand, burning him halfway. He flinched, 
in shock. 


"Is someone angry? Come on, Seokjin agreed to this. Didn't you, my dear?" 
The nickname made me grind my teeth against each other. 


"Don't call him that." I angrily muttered to myself. Seokjin followed the 
man upstairs and I stayed behind for one second to grab a tiny camera. I 
quickly attached the small camera to Seokjin's belt. Seokjin knew, of 
course, because he could sense me attaching it to him. 


But nonetheless, the vampire allowed me to hook the spy cam onto him. I 
felt very uneasy about letting Joowon do this. I shouldn't even be letting 
him get near Seokjin, but if this means getting the chance to kill him once 
and for all, then I was willing to do anything. 


I just hope Seokjin is okay with it... I still have a very bad feeling about 
this. 
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/\Rape Warning /\ 


Seokjin entered the room first, Joowon followed behind him, closing the 
door and locking it. Luckily he didn't know that Namjoon was watching 
over Seokjin. "Sir, I made the bed already." Seokjin said, placing the extra 
pillows on the floor. 


"I'm not that sleepy, but let's just lie down until you fall asleep. Which side 
do you want?" Seokjin stood behind the bedframe, waiting for Joowon to 
choose his bed side. 


"Who says we're sleeping tonight?" The shadow growled, smiling. "That 
was what you said, wasn't it? To sleep together? Now choose your side, 
Joowon." Seokjin pointed at the bed. 


"We're going to do more than sleep tonight, my dear." Seokjin was confused 
as to why the man was unzipping his pants. His gaze was changing. 


The vampire was intimidated with the way the shadow had his eyes on him 
the entire time. 


"Sir, I'm not in the mood for your games. Please just pick your side of the 
bed." 


"I'm not playing games, Seokjin. This is what you agreed to." Seokjin 
perched his head up, his heart beat was spiraling out of control when 
Joowon fully undressed himself and went over to undress him. The vampire 
felt uncomfortable. 


"Sir... No." His voice was low, but his thoughts were loud enough for 
Namjoon to hear. Namjoon was going crazy downstairs, destroying the 
furniture. 


"Take your clothes off." Joowon ordered. Seokjin obeyed, since he was still 
confused and unaware of what was about to happen. 


"Only Namjoon- Only- h...he is allowed to... See me like this." Seokjin 
covered his body, backing away from Joowon, who kept pulling him 
towards the bed. Just when he was about to leave, the shadow dragged his 
frail body onto the bed. 


"You're going to be mine, or I'll kill Namjoon. I'll inject a second lethal 
injection into his neck, killing him. And if he doesn't succeed in dying, then 
the effect of the drug will leave his body completely paralyzed. Do you 
want Doctor Kim to suffer?" Joowon was manipulating Seokjin. 


"No! Not Doctor Kim! Don't hurt him, please!" And Seokjin was falling 
into his trap. 


"Then do as I say. Kiss me like you love me, slut." Seokjin didn't know 
what the word "slut" meant, but he sure didn't appreciate being called that 
way. When Namjoon kisses him, he calls him cute names like sweetheart, 
my love, sweetie, honey, and other various names that made him feel good 
about himself. He always makes Seokjin feel loved. 


"What does slut mean, sir...?" Joowon buried his hand into Seokjin's 
jawline, lifting his head. 


"Tt means that if you don't kiss me, I'll kill Namjoon." He used that same 
method of mentioning Namjoon's death to Seokjin in order to keep him in 
his hands, and Namjoon was listening to it. He couldn't take it anymore. 


The man was knocking on the door, rapidly growing with anger when he 
found out that Joowon locked it. To top it off, the shadow had also placed a 
heavy dresser behind it while Seokjin was fixing the bed before, so he never 
noticed it until it was already placed. 


"Sir, what are you doing?" The vampire looked behind him, twitching when 
he felt Joowon's private part rub against his entrance. 


This made Seokjin beyond uncomfortable, as he frowned, knowing what 
was going to happen to him. 


"We're sleeping together. Do you know what that means, cutie? We're 
having SEX!" Joowon shouted loud enough for Namjoon to hear. The next 
thing he heard was a loud bang on the door. He was sure that Namjoon 
would break in at any given minute, so this only encouraged him to speed 
up the process of using Seokjin's body. 


Seokjin was physically powerful enough to stop the man and end with his 
life, but he wasn't mentally strong enough to do anything to him, because he 
knew that Namjoon would die. Namjoon's body couldn't handle another 
lethal injection. He would die instantly, or as Joowon previously mentioned: 
He could end up paralyzed from his waist down. 


Seokjin preferred to handle the pain, than to let anything happen to 
Namjoon. "N-Namjoon, it's okay! I'm okay, don't worry!" He shouted. 
Namjoon knew he wasn't okay. 


Joowon spread Seokjin's legs, placing him on top of his body. 
Unfortunately, he wasn't as gentle and caring as Namjoon, meaning he 
immediately started to move inside of Seokjin's unprepared body, causing 
the vampire to have shortness of breath. 


"You can't... Move that... Soon!!" He moaned out in pain, sinking his teeth 
into the bed, ripping a pillow to shreds with his canine teeth. 


"Who's in control, my dear? I am. Meaning-" The man elevated Seokjin by 
his waist, only to forcefully shove his length inside of him, further injuring 
the vampire, as he groaned louder. 


"I can and will do whatever I desire to your body, and you have to obey." 


"Yes... Joowon..." For the rest of the heated moment, Seokjin kept his eyes 
closed as Joowon pounded into him, using a quick and unsteady pace, 
meaning that he's had to penetrate Seokjin time after time whenever his 
length accidentally popped out of him, causing the vampire an unbearable 
amount of pain. 
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Namjoon had enough of hearing the torture Joowon was causing Seokjin. 


His lover's blood-curdling screams were driving him to insanity, making 
him feel desperate to save him from the hell he was going through. 


He found a gun hidden inside of a room in the house and immediately 
started shooting holes into the dresser, repeatedly until it became nothing 
but pieces of wood, broken everywhere. 


When he burst into the room, he found the worst case scenario ever: 
Seokjin was lying limp on the bed, with the bedsheets over his body. Tears 
stained his cheeks as he was shaking with fear and anger while Joowon 
stepped away from him. 


He was putting his clothes back on when Namjoon used the last bullet he 
had in his gun, shooting his own brother directly into his heart, killing him 
once and for all. 


Namjoon approached Seokjin, quietly. He didn't say anything because he 
didn't have to, he knew what Seokjin needed: Love. Support. And all of the 
care in the world. 


He cradled the vampire in his lap, covering his body with his own. "You 
killed him..." The vampire's voice was barely audible due to his sobbing, 
but Namjoon fully understood it. 


"I should have killed him in the first place, before any of this happened. I'm 
so sorry, Seokjin." The vampire accepted his apology as Namjoon wiped his 
tears away. 


"It's okay, because you're safe now." Seokjin smiled through the pain, 
knowing no one can hurt his lover. 


"Seokjin, I love you." 


-Silence- 


Namjoon fell to the ground, unable to move his body. 


"A deal, is a deal. Unless it's broken. Then it becomes a curse." Joowon was 
alive. He had the power to reappear anywhere as a shadow, so no one saw 
him. 


He injected Namjoon with the lethal injection, enabling the man from 
moving. 


It was then that he disappeared once and for all, leaving Seokjin to suffer 
through the pain of losing his lover. 
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Seokjin held Namjoon's limp body, shivering from the shock. 


Namjoon was gone and there wasn't anything he could do about it, the 
vampire was having a mental breakdown while Joowon held onto the lethal 
injection. Seokjin couldn't properly move, he was still in pain himself, but 
he had one last option to make sure Namjoon doesn't die. 


He wasn't sure if his plan might work, but he was willing to try anything 
and everything. 


Joowon headed downstairs, leaving the room. "Namjoon, look at me. Stay 
with your eyes opened, please." Seokjin held out his own arm, and inserted 
the needle inside of him. His blood was slowly filling it up. 


"You gave me your blood once, allow me to return the favor by giving you 
mine." Namjoon nodded with sadness, because he knew that there was 
nothing that could reverse the effects of the injection. 


His current state was going to worsen. The effect wasn't going to stop at 
paralyzing his body forever; what more did he wish that it was just a 
harmless, temporary numbing from his waist below, but it was much worse 
than that. 


His body would start to reject his vampire transformation, reversing the 
powers that Seokjin had given him. But he wouldn't just return back to his 
human form, it's impossible for that to happen because his body had already 
received a first lethal injection as a vampire, his body can't handle a second 
one. 


The effects were already starting, although Seokjin was already inserting 
the needle into Namjoon's arm, sending the blood into his veins. 


Namjoon's body rejected the blood transfusion. Seokjin feared that this 
would happen. 


He might have just ruined any chance Namjoon had in healing... "Dr. Kim? 
No, open your eyes... Open them, I said!" and the small chance the doctor 
had in living, was now gone. 


All possibilities were over for Namjoon living. 


"Namjoon, please-" Seokjin winced as he moved Namjoon on top of his, 
still naked body. 


"Namjoon." 

His heart shattered into a million pieces as he watched the life slowly leave 
Namjoon's soul. His eyes had become blue, momentarily. His hair had 
changed to black, and his skin was paler, his body was bleeding, but that 


was just the reverse effects of his previous transformation. 


Meaning that the man was no longer a vampire. Now, with the effects of 
one lethal injection, Namjoon could have just gotten some secondary 
effects, such as nausea, drowsiness, loss in vision, become weak and not 
have any strength or energy in his body. 

But with two injections the man had lost everything. 

His sense of smell. 

Hearing. 

Taste. 

Vision. 

And lastly, his speech. 


The only thing he could do was feel. And he was feeling pain, a lot of pain 
as his body continued to deteriorate. 


Seokjin knew what the man was going through. It wasn't fair. Nothing was. 


What happened to him, what happened to Namjoon. Nothing was fair. 


But he wasn't in the right mind to argue or complain about anything. Not 
when his lover, his best friend and only friend, was lying in his arms, dying 
by the minute. 


"Namjoon..." He held onto Namjoon's hand. He knew that the doctor 
couldn't squeeze his hand back like he used to. 


Seokjin will never get to feel the way Namjoon tightly intertwined his soft 
hand with his own like before. He wasn't going to feel Namjoon with him at 
all. 


Once he dies, Seokjin won't even hear him in his thoughts. He won't be able 
to communicate with Namjoon physically, mentally, or even telepathically. 
It's over. 


"I don't know where your soul is traveling to right now, but-" Seokjin 
leaned his head closer to Namjoon's ear. "When it reaches heaven, tell God 
to thank him for lending me his guardian angel." His hands were shaking as 
he lifted Namjoon's chin up, to kiss his lips one last time before letting him 


gO. 


He couldn't help but let his tears stream down like a riptide. The vampire 
released so many of his emotions in the form of crying, directly onto 
Namjoon's face, but he wasn't done yet. 


The vampire leaned over and saw that the lethal injection Joowon had 
previously injected into Namjoon was now filled up again. It appeared out 
of nowhere, as a sign. A bad one, but Seokjin was too close-minded and 
broken-hearted at the moment, that he snatched it up off of the floor and 
looked at Namjoon's lifeless body. 


"This is my second chance to be with you again, Namjoon..." Seokjin 
pointed the needle at his vein, ready to insert the poison into his body. 


"See you on the other side, Dr. Kim." Right when the vampire had aligned 
the pointed needle with his wrist, he immediately dropped it, losing control 
of his own body. 


"Seokjin." 
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The vampire turned around, only to find the man in the same state as he left 
him in: Lifeless. Seokjin was confused. Maybe he was just hearing voices 
in his head, he thought. 


There was no way that the man was still alive. He was gone. 


"He's dead, Seokjin." But it was worth one last try, so Seokjin moved 
Namjoon's body ever so slightly. He held onto Namjoon's cold hand. And 
Namjoon held it back, squeezing it. 


"Seokjin.." The vampire's heart raced, hearing Namjoon's voice, but he still 
felt that it was all just an illusion. Perhaps his mind was playing tricks on 
him. A very cruel, cold-blooded trick to make him think that Namjoon was 
calling out his name. 


He leaned in closer to Namjoon's chest and held his wrist. Two signals of 
life reached his body: His pulse was still working, and his heart... His heart 
was beating. 


He was alive. Seokjin couldn't handle so much, he placed Namjoon down 
and moved back, hugging his knees. 


"Stop playing with my heart. Please... Joowon, please s-stop hurting me this 
way!" He blamed Joowon thinking that he was the one to blame. 


Namjoon's body started to function again. 


The doctor could feel his muscles gaining strength, his heart was now 
beating regularly, and he could move. His abilities were all functional. 


He looked for a way to get up, but his head wouldn't stop spinning, giving 
him a slight discomfort in his vision. Yet through his distorted vision, he 
could see Seokjin. He could hear him crying like he's never cried before. 


This worried him, giving him motivation to push through his vertigo and 
adjust his head towards the crying vampire to get to his side. 


"Seokjin." When Seokjin lifted his head up, Namjoon saw how broken he 
was. 


"...come here, sweetheart.." Seokjin sobbed, unable to breathe any longer. 
His heart was flooding within his chest, crushing him. He felt a heavy pain 
within his chest as he approached Namjoon, thinking that he was somebody 
else. 


He was in disbelief that the man was actually alive. 


"T refuse- I..." Namjoon's voice was shaking, stuttering as he grabbed the 
injection Seokjin was going to use to kill himself. 


"T refuse to leave... My patient... Unattended." He grabbed Seokjin tightly, 
dragging him down to hug him. Seokjin held onto Namjoon as if tomorrow 
wasn't promised for them. 


He felt sorrow. So much sorrow and sadness. Namjoon's presence 
comforted him, but pained him at the same time. 


When the doctor noticed how red Seokjin's eyes were from crying, he tried 
his best to wipe his tears away when he felt a very sharp pain in his chest, 
sparking something inside of his heart. The same emotions Seokjin felt. 


He took a deep breath in, acting strong for the vampire. Seokjin noticed 
how incredibly tight Namjoon held onto him, his body was shaking rapidly. 


"Namjoon, what's wrong?" He worried about the man. 


"Nothing." Namjoon kept holding onto Seokjin, not exposing either of their 
faces to each other, as he kept stroking the vampire's hair. 


"You're shaking, please don't tell me nothing is wrong." Seokjin heard a sob 
escape Namjoon's mouth. The man bit his lip down to hold back on making 
any noises, but he couldn't hold back any longer. 


"Namjoon, can you hear me?" 


"Yes, Seokjin. I can hear you.." Namjoon pulled away from the hug, only 
for his lips to be met with Seokjin's. It seems like they both knew what they 
needed. 


Each other. 


After their kiss, everything started disappearing. The surroundings around 
them were disappearing, but they refused to lose each other again, so 
Namjoon and Seokjin held onto their bodies as tight as they could. 


"My love: If tomorrow is not promised and now shall disappear, then don't 
worry, just hold onto my voice as we watch the world vanish right before 
us. I love you, Namjoon." 


The last thing Seokjin remembered was Namjoon protecting his body 
against any flying pieces of furniture, as the house started to fall apart. He 
stared into Namjoon's eyes, no longer worrying if he lived or died, because 
by the end of this all, Namjoon was still by his side. 
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The light shined down on Seokjin's face, burning the vampire's iris. He 
covered his face and got up from a familiar bed he was in. 


His body ached, completely. Everything inside of him was aching, he could 
even see color in his skin. It wasn't as pale as it normally was. The vampire 
looked around everywhere. 


"This is... Namjoon's bedroom." Seokjin found Namjoon's clothes, 
breathing in the scent that the man used to carry with him everywhere he 
would go. This gave Seokjin flashbacks to yesterday when he was 
embracing the doctor, tightly. 


"T should have held on tighter..." Seokjin noticed that when he spoke, his 
teeth weren't poking around. His fangs didn't feel as sharp as they used to. 


He was limping slightly, while making his way to a mirror. He could see his 
own reflection for the first time in years. In so many years. 


"I'm human?" His eyes widened. 


"I'm human!" He wasn't sure if he was dreaming, but he felt so happy just in 
this moment. 


Although Seokjin was happy that the curse was lifted off of his shoulders 
and expelled out of his body, the man couldn't help but feel an empty hole 
in his heart. 


When making his way out of the room, he knew he was in Namjoon's 
apartment. The entire apartment was a mess, and Seokjin knew why. 


Last night while Joowon was upstairs in the room with him, Seokjin got 
visions of Namjoon destroying the furniture downstairs out of anger and 
frustration. He remembered seeing him slam glass bottles and glass cups on 
the floor. 


The entire kitchen was covered with shards of glass, which Seokjin 
accidentally stepped on. He flinched, feeling pain as he bend over to 
remove the piece of glass out of his foot. Luckily it was just a tiny shard, 
nothing major or too painful for the man to handle. 


The apartment was still in the same place in was before, so where could 
Namjoon be? 


Seokjin was still reacting to everything around him, so he didn't 
immediately start to look for Namjoon. But when everything clicked, he 
immediately started to search for him 

everywhere around the apartment. 


He was breathing heavily one minute, feeling excitement inside of him, 
knowing he was going to see the sweet man and that he would be able to 
share with him the big news that he was human once again. But he didn't 
find him anywhere. 


"Namjoon?" Instead of giving up, Seokjin walked around the apartment into 
different places. 


The bedroom he was just in was empty, so he knew that Namjoon definitely 
wasn't in there, so he checked upstairs again. This time, he checked the 
laundry room. It was also empty. 


The living room and the kitchen was a mess, but within that mess, Seokjin 
didn't find Namjoon in it either, and his worrying increased. 


"Namjoon?" He couldn't telepathically communicate with him any longer, 
or see visions of him, that means that Seokjin had to find Namjoon without 
knowing where he was at all, and without any help of his special powers. 
The man was losing his mind. 


Then he noticed that there was a place in the house he hadn't searched: the 
bathroom. He took a deep breath in before opening the door, hearing the 


shower was on. 


And he saw him. 


"Namjoon." Although he shouldn't be so invasive, Seokjin couldn't hold 
back. He saw that the doctor was in the shower and jumped in, feeling 
emotional to see him again after he thought he lost him forever. 


Namjoon's first reaction was to jump up in shock, his brown hair was 
covering his eyes, along with soap. Seeing Seokjin standing in the shower 
with his clothes on made Namjoon wonder if something had happened to 
him. He asked the vampire if this was an 

emergency while washing the shampoo off of his hair and face. 


Seokjin didn't say a word, he just tangled his body against Namjoon, kissing 
the man, deeply. 


Namjoon was lost in the passionate kiss that Seokjin was giving him, he 
didn't realize that his teeth weren't poking the inside of his lips like they do 
whenever he kisses him. 


He also noticed that the man's eyes were a beautiful shade of chocolate 
brown, just like his own irises, and that his skin color was less pale. 


"Namjoon, I'm human." Before Namjoon asked, Seokjin answered his 
question: He was human, just like him. 


"A handsome human. Oh, Seokjin, this is incredible! How could this be? 
You were the one who reversed my transformation, why did it affect you as 
well?" Namjoon was dumbfounded, while Seokjin knew exactly why he 
had become human. 


"Your love." The younger man's face turned red with a faded blush on his 
cheeks. 


"No, it was our love, Seokjin." Seokjin was now blushing, leaning in on 
Namjoon. For some reason, he was less cold around him now. In fact, he 
loved the man more than ever. 


1. Because his love was now human, and his emotions connected more with 
Namjoon's. 


And 2. He was infinitely grateful that he still had Namjoon with him, alive 
and healthy. 


"Aren't you going to take your clothes off?" Seokjin snapped out of his 
thoughts, shocked at the question Namjoon just asked him. 


"My clothes, sir?" The man was confused. 


"Well, you are in a shower, right now." Namjoon was right. Seokjin shouted 
for getting his clothes wet. Both of them started laughing, momentarily. 


"Cute." Namjoon said, underneath his breath. 
"T heard that, Kim Namjoon." 


"Did you, really? I thought your abilities to hear from very far away were 
gone." Seokjin wrapped his arms around Namjoon's neck. 


"The abilities left my body, I was just lucky enough to stay with the best 
ones: Hearing up close, and good taste... In men. Because you are a 
delicious snack that I wish to feast on." Seokjin joked. 


"Slow down there, handsome human. In order to feast on my body, we need 
to figure out if you could eat human food, so how about we start by eating 
breakfast first then later on I'll treat you to something special. Hmm?" 
Namjoon placed his arms around Seokjin's waist, his bones were now less 
dense that before and his body felt warm. 


Seokjin agreed. 


"But first-" Namjoon slowly removed Seokjin's shirt, kissing his collarbone. 
"Why don't we finish our shower?" Seokjin nodded, zipping his own pants 
off along with the rest of his clothes. 


"Your body looks different, Seokjin." Seokjin opened the shower curtain, 
seeing his naked body in the mirror. 


"Sir, my body is still the same... did Joowon leave me disfigured." He 
frowned, covering up. 


Namjoon gently caressed Seokjin's face, with care as the older man trusted 
in his soft touch. 


"Your body is absolutely flawless, Seokjin. The only difference in it is that 
it's softer, making it more kissable and sweet." Seokjin smiled, feeling 
confident about himself. 


"Thank you." Seokjin felt happy. 


"But yours is better." He said, caressing Namjoon's back while nuzzling his 
head into his chest. Namjoon smiled, slightly giggling. 


"You're adorable, patient, Kim." 


"No more than you are, Dr. Kim." 
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When the two men were eating, Seokjin adored the taste of bacon, eggs, 
and other various food he ate during breakfast. 


"Mmmm!! This is better than human blood. I love this!" His eyes were 
widened as he kept making odd noises, Namjoon found funny. 


"Seems like you're having a love affair with the bacon, now. Such a shame, 
I really did love you." Namjoon made Seokjin laugh, as the man reached for 
a napkin to wipe his lips. 


"No one, and no amount of food in the world could ever compare to my 
love for you, Dr. Kim- Sorry... I keep calling you that, even though you told 
me to call you Namjoon." Seokjin bowed his head down to reach for 
another spoon full of food. 


"Now that I think about it, I like being called Doctor Kim. Especially if it's 
by you, sweetheart." Namjoon placed his hand on top of Seokjin's. 


"And I love being your sweetheart, Dr. Kim." While they were in the 
middle of having a sweet and flirty conversation, they saw a disturbing 
news on TV. 


/ABREAKING NEWSA "A man who goes by the name of Lee Bohwa was 
found dead last night inside of a hospital he was working in. Witnesses say 
that they saw two strange figures who appeared to be male, but had 
supernatural powers and used them at their advantage to kill this man. 
Along with a man who got gravely injured, Kim Joowon. The man is 
currently in the police station, being questioned. Updates will be distributed 
later on tonight, so stay tuned until then." 


"Namjoon, if they find out it was us who killed them, we'll go to jail. I don't 
want you to go to jail." Seokjin got up from the dining table, Namjoon 
followed behind him. 


"Last time I remembered, we disabled the cameras from that hospital, so 
there won't be any proof whatsoever." 


"But our fingerprints? Our saliva, our sweat, our hair follicles. Anything is 
evidence." Although Seokjin was terrified, Namjoon insisted that they were 
going to be fine. 


"Our bodies were vampires then, now we're human. Completely human. 
Aside from this, we're also unrecognizable. No one will suspect that it was 
us. It's going to be okay, I won't lose you again this time. I can't." Namjoon 
kissed Seokjin's forehead while cleaning up the kitchen table. 


Seokjin was clinging onto the doctor, helping him around. 
"We could always change the way we look, however." Namjoon suggested. 


"How? Last time we changed our looks, we almost lost each other. I don't 
want that to happen ever again. Change is bad." Seokjin pouted. 


The young doctor finished washing the small amount of dishes and told 
Seokjin to go upstairs. 


"We're going out to get a small makeover done to us. It won't harm us. It's a 
good change, I promise. Have you ever had your hair a different color?" 
The man stopped halfway up the stairs. 


"No. Never. But it would be nice to have it black again, I really liked that 
hair color." He held onto the rail. 


"T liked my darker hair color as well. Tell you what, let's both get dressed 
and prepared, then head to the mall to change our style. We can even go to 
CyberGoth-" Namjoon was surprised when Seokjin ran upstairs to get 
changed. He must really enjoy that store. 


He's never been to it before, but he knew that Seokjin liked it, judging by 
the clothes he brought from there last time, along with the name brands in 
the clothes he had brought. 


All that the doctor wanted to do was to make Seokjin happy. If Seokjin 
wanted him to change up his style as well, then he would do it just for him. 
And a small change could come in handy right now for both of them. 


Especially now that their image was at risk. They needed to change the way 
they looked and dressed. 


Once they both got dressed, they also wore hospital masks. 
"At least we aren't hiding our fangs this time." Seokjin spoke, softly. 


"Yeah, that's a good thing because a lot of people use these face masks 
whenever they go out. Let alone, if the place is crowded." 


They headed downstairs with their hoodies and sunglasses on. No doubt 
about it, those two were unrecognizable thanks to their disguises. Namjoon 
just hoped that he wouldn't bump into any of his relatives or even patients, 
they would ask him questions about the hospital that he wouldn't be able to 
answer without lying to every single one of them. 
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Seokjin was acting differently now. 


He was more confident and less clingy. Namjoon turned on the car radio 
and the man started to dance and sing to the music that would play. He was 
a new man. 


A new human. 


Namjoon felt different as well. He was more protective of Seokjin, since 
now he could actually experience what a real human being feels, he spoke 
to him about the differences he will feel now, while he drove in the 
highway. 


The sun wasn't that bright, but the weather outside was perfect for hoodies. 


"You have to be more careful now, Seokjin. As a human, our bones are 
more sensitive, so a fall could lead to a potential fracture in any part of your 
body. So avoid jumping from high places, doing dangerous stunts, or even 
something as simple as tying your shoes." 


Seokjin continued listening to Namjoon, carefully. 


"Also, humans need sleep, so don't be surprised if you feel sleepy at some 
point, okay? Your hemoglobin levels are most likely low, so you'll have to 
eat plenty of foods that contain iron." Namjoon finished listing the rest of 
the things Seokjin might deal with now as a human being and opened the 
door to exit the car. 


Seokjin followed behind him, looking around the parking lot. Namjoon was 
lucky enough to find a place to park his car, because the entire mall was 
crowded. 


He held onto Seokjin's hand for a while, as they casually walked around the 
parking lot. 


"Someone is clingy today. I guess your feelings changed for me, along with 
your transformation, huh?" The man nodded, agreeing with Namjoon, who 
gladly brought his body closer to his. 


"After losing you twice, I don't think I'll let go of you, ever again." 
Namjoon snuggled the man undemeath his arm, opening the double doors 
to enter the mall. 


They decided to leave their hoodies on, but the glasses had to go. That way 
they could see the items that they were going to be buying. 


One of the things Seokjin was happy about getting, now that he was human, 
was a job. This way he could pay Namjoon for all that he's gotten him, and 
buy his own things as well. The sooner he could get one, the better. 


While Namjoon wasn't looking, Seokjin stared at him without blinking. 
Knowing that now he could live the rest of his life with a man who he 
thought he lost was surreal. 


He wanted to treasure every moment and with Doctor Kim as if the end of 
the world was neigh. 


Countless people were around them, lots of handsome men, but Seokjin 
only had his eyes on Namjoon, like if he was the only person in the mall. 


"Seokjin? Why are you standing over there, honey? Come over to where I 
am." Namjoon waved at the man. Seokjin made his way towards him, 
realizing he had been staring for a little bit too long, Namjoon had moved a 
few inches away from him. 


"I wanted to show you these glasses. What do you think about them?" 
Seokjin opened his mouth to talk, when someone accidentally pushed him 
over. The man fell on the tiled floor, feeling pain on his knees which he 
used as protection to not fall on his face. 


"Watch where you're going next time, man." Namjoon said, referring to the 
guy who had brutally bumped into Seokjin, enough to make the poor man 


fall over. While asking Seokjin if he was okay, Namjoon felt someone tap 
on his shoulder. 


"Hey, where you talking to me? Yeah? Well maybe next time, your little 
‘friend’ can learn not to get in the way." The guy sounded cocky, crossing 
his arms at Seokjin. Namjoon uncrossed the guy's arms by twisting them 
behind his back, then pummeling him to the ground. 


"What the hell?! What's your problem man- Oww! Hey!!" The guy shouted. 
"Apologize for knocking him over." Namjoon spoke, but the guy was being 
an asshole and 


denied his order. 


"Apologize." When Namjoon spoke with a firmer tone, he caught the guy's 
attention, but it wasn't enough to make him apologize. 


"Or what? Huh!" The guy laughed, up until Namjoon severely twisted his 
arm. Then the guy started to whine about the pain. 


"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!!" Namjoon released the guy, untwisting his arms from 
the pretzel form he had them in. 


The guy bowed to Seokjin before running off, intimidated by Namjoon. 


Seokjin was intimidated by Namjoon's actions. He's never seen the man act 
so violent towards a stranger before. 


"Doctor Kim, are you alright?" 
"I'm okay. Are you?" He nodded his head at Namjoon's questions. 


"What was it that you wanted to show me, again?" Seokjin asked, trying to 
avoid causing the man any further problems. 


"Forget that for a moment, did you get hurt when you fell?" Namjoon 
searched Seokjin's arms for any bruises by lifting his sleeves up. 


"I'm fine. Nothing to worry about." Seokjin hid his arms in his sleeves 
again, flinching away from Namjoon. This was an unexpected reaction 
from Seokjin that left the doctor with a few questions on his mind, but then 
again he remembered that he and the man had been through so much, that 
he was probably sensitive to a lot of things. 


Seokjin didn't keep his distance from the doctor, but he did keep himself 
reserved for a while by hiding his arms in his jacket. 


They found new clothes and walked out of the store and into the mall again. 
Then afterwards, the men headed to a store Seokjin was very excited about 
going to. 


"Cyberpunk!" He smiled. 


"Have fun in there, sweetheart. I'm going to a- You know what? I'll go with 
you." Namjoon didn't want to risk leaving Seokjin on his own, knowing that 
the police were searching for them. Although the police didn't exactly know 
what they looked like, he still didn't want to run the chance of Seokjin 
getting caught. 


If they both get caught, then it's different. At least that way they're both 
together and not separated. 


Namjoon walked in and the first thing he noticed when he walked in was 
the alternative music playing on the intercom from the store. The doctor has 
never been into rock music, but seeing how happy it made Seokjin feel 
when hearing it, gave him a new perspective on how he thinks about the 
genre of music. 


If it made Seokjin happy, then it made Namjoon happy too. Soon after he 
entered the store, Namjoon couldn't keep up with the man. Seokjin was 
running around the store like 

a kid entering a candy shop, excited over everything he saw. 


A lot of items caught his attention. Some that were a little bit too exotic... 


"What do you think about this, Namjoon?" Seokjin held up a corset shirt, 
which he found in the men section of the store. Namjoon knew that the item 
wasn't from the men's side of the store, but when he was about to tell 
Seokjin about it, the man was already heading towards the fitting rooms, to 
try the exotic shirt on, along with a few other clothing items he had chosen. 


Namjoon allowed the man to do as he pleased, not worried about anything. 
He decided to let Seokjin decide what makes him happy, not him. 


When the man came out of the fitting room, wearing his original clothes, 
with the rest of the items in his hands, Namjoon knew that he had liked 
what he had tried on; the smile on his face says it all. 


He handed him the money to buy the items he chose. Money wasn't a 
problem to Namjoon, he did come from a rather rich family, so he always 
had a few good savings on him whenever he went out shopping. 


In fact, he was glad to be spending his money on someone, especially if that 
was a person he loved. If he could, he would buy Seokjin the entire store 
without hesitation. He adored that man so much. 


Seokjin thanked Namjoon after completing the purchase and exiting the 
store, giving him a kiss of gratitude. 


"Joonie!! I missed you!! I love you sooooo much!!!!" A young girl 
separated Seokjin from Namjoon while hugging the doctor tightly, kissing 
him continuously on his cheek. 


"Who the fuck is she, and why is she on my lover?" 
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Seokjin's POV: 


"Who the fuck is she, and why is she on my lover?" I thought, staring at the 
girl who was still embracing Namjoon. 


She was "this" close to wrapping her legs around him from the big hug she 
gave him. Namjoon held onto her for a few seconds before she let him go. 


"IT missed you! Where have you been?" Her voice was gullible, causing a 
disturbance within my ears. I can only imagine how Namjoon must feel. 


Although I can't really know, can I? I can't find out what he's thinking 
anymore. What if he's actually pleased by her presence? 


I snap out of my thoughts, lifting my head up, staring face to face at the girl 
who was right in front of me. 


"You must be a friend of Namjoonie's, right? Nice to meet you, I'm Mina!" 
She wrapped her arms around my back, squeezing it tightly. I resisted the 
urge to push her off, but not the urge to groan loudly in pain. My body was 
still in bad conditions from when it previously collided with the floor. 


Namjoon noticed my eyes when I squeezed them and went by my side. 


"What's wrong?" He spoke softly into my ear, loud enough for only me to 
hear. I couldn't respond when the girl was already talking to him again. 


"Well Joonie, I'll be on my way now. Bye, guys!!" She waved, running off 
to another store. 


"Now you can answer me. Why did you make that face when she hugged 
you. Are you in pain?" Namjoon looked at me from head to toe, staring 
directly at me. I can't lie to him. 


"Yes. I'm in pain, sir." I thought that by telling him the truth, that he would 
continue walking along with me by his side as if nothing, but being the 
caring doctor that he is, Namjoon told me that it was best to leave the rest of 
the shopping for another day. 


On one hand, this made me feel happy because I wouldn't have to change 
my hair color. 


On the other, I felt startled by the way Namjoon's mood had suddenly 
changed. He was walking out of the mall as if there was a fire and everyone 
had to evacuate immediately. 


What was the big rush for anyways? All I said was that I was in pain. That's 
all. 


Speaking of my pain, I stopped halfway when walking because my body 
was wearing me out. Only now I've come to realize that I could be injured. I 
started to remember Namjoon's list of precautions that I had to take and 
now I'm thinking of "what if I broke a bone in my body? Can it be replaced, 
fixed, or healed on its own?" 


Of course, I could always ask these questions to Namjoon, who was a 
professional. But I didn't because I didn't want to worry him anymore than 
he already was. I acted as if nothing bothered me that much the entire time, 
but in reality, I was starting to feel a lot of pain everywhere around my 
body. 


We made it back to the car and as Namjoon opened the door for me to enter 
the car, I made a noise which automatically exposed the amount of pain I 
was in. Namjoon got inside of the car, turning the transmission on. 


In a matter of seconds, he was speeding out of the parking lot while I lay 
back, holding the pain I felt inside. If I start to complain now, he'll take me 
to the hospital, and we can't afford to be in a hospital now, the police will 
recognize our identities and arrest us. 


And that is a risk I'm not willing to take, no matter how bad my condition 
is, or the amount of pain I'm in. 


A few minutes after we arrived home, Namjoon went over to the passenger 
side of the car where I was in to help me get down. 


I realized that I was limping and that I couldn't walk properly without 
feeling a sharp pain every time I breathed in and out. 


"Get on my back, I'll try carrying you." Namjoon lowered himself on the 
ground, but I refused to be carried. 


"That's okay. I can do this." I held onto his arm while climbing up the stairs 
until I made it inside. 


My feet were aching, and my body was about to give out. Namjoon took 
my shoes off before I entered the apartment, and then turned around to 
remove his own. When he turned back around, he found me curled up on 
the couch. 


The couch was the closest I can walk to before my body collapsed on it, 
groaning loudly. I couldn't hold back anymore. 


"Agh. Mmh!" Namjoon ran towards me, fully concerned. 


"Seokjin, what's hurting you. What part of your body did you injure when 
you fell?" He started asking me questions, I had no choice but to answer. 


"My back hurts a lot, and my knees do too." He helped me sit up and took 
my hoodie off, gently. 


My arms had a few bruises on them, but nothing major. 
Then he started to feel around my back. 
"Does it hurt here?" 


"No." I responded a few times before he touched a part of my back that hurt 
the most. 


He could tell that by my whining, he had touched a part of my body that 
was injured. 


"I'm going to take your shirt off to examine your back." 


"Okay..." I felt nervous. Very nervous. 
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The man watched as Namjoon lifted his shirt up, exposing the huge amount 
of bruising he had, located on his lower back. He also took Seokjin's pants 
off, even though the man didn't really want to, but since Namjoon knew that 
Seokjin had fallen directly onto his knees, he had to make sure that he didn't 
have any injuries on them, or a possible sprain, broken bone, anything. 


Seokjin put his shirt back on while Namjoon examined his knees, carefully. 
"Can you kick your leg towards me?" The doctor said, motioning his arms 
for Seokjin to follow the same movements. 


The man did, and was able to move both of his knees perfectly fine, even 
though he did feel pain in them from the bruising. "You are just bruised, but 
there aren't any broken bones in your body. I'll make sure to heal you up as 
much as I can. Take your shirt off again while I get an anti-inflammatory 
cream to rub around your lower back." Namjoon instructed. 


Seokjin removed his shirt once more, waiting for the doctor to return with 
the anti-inflammatory cream. 


He lowered his head, flinching at the coldness of the lotion as Namjoon 
slowly applied it around his back everywhere, rubbing it slowly and 
massaging it. 


His hands were so smooth, so relaxing, but the pain in Seokjin's back 
wouldn't allow him to feel any relief whatsoever. When Namjoon finished 


his massage, he helped the man get upstairs for him to change his clothes. 


"T'll help you change out of your clothes and into your pajamas." Namjoon 
leaned in. 


"No!" Seokjin leaned back, startling Namjoon with his actions. 


"No... Need. I can do it myself, sir." He was stuttering slightly. Namjoon 
was confused again as to why Seokjin continued to deny him seeing body 


or touching it to help him remove his clothes. 


"Seokjin, you can't bend down. You will only end up worsening the pain in 
your back. Let me help you." Namjoon was right, and Seokjin knew it. 


"Why are you so jumpy lately, sweetheart?" Namjoon asked, while 
removing Seokjin's clothes. Seokjin didn't respond, he just stayed still. 


"Which ones do you prefer? The blue ones, or the red ones?" The doctor 
showed the two pajama sets to Seokjin. 


"Blue ones, please." Seokjin pointed at the soft set of comfy pajamas while 
Namjoon unfolded the clothes to put them on him, gently. 


When he put the shirt on Seokjin, the man acted normal. The only thing that 
the younger noticed was that his lover was breathing heavily, but he didn't 
pay attention to it. 


Just as he reached his bottom to put his pants on, Seokjin forgot to remove 

his hand from 

where he had it, and Namjoon saw that he was covering up his crotch even 
though he still had his boxers on. This is something Seokjin has never done 
either. 


Namjoon had pieced together the small amount of information he gathered: 


Seokjin flinched when he lifted up his sleeve at the store, then immediately 
covered his arm with the sweater. 


Seokjin hesitated when the he told him to lift his shirt up to examine his 
back properly. 


Seokjin felt triggered when he insisted on helping him change out of his 
clothes. 


And now Seokjin was covering his midsection while he was trying to help 
him put his pajama pants on. 


Namjoon knew exactly why he was acting this way. 


He regretted not knowing sooner to fix the situation, but he was glad that he 
knew now what was happening to Seokjin. 


"Seokjin, did I make you feel uncomfortable when I removed your shirt or 
your pants?" 


"N-no, sir." Seokjin was lying, and Namjoon could tell he was. 


"No? Then why do you hide yourself from me and cover up. If you're doing 
this it's because you don't feel comfortable exposing your body..." Namjoon 
held back on asking this question for a few seconds, but he couldn't keep it 
to himself. He needed to know once and for all to find out if that was the 
cause of why Seokjin is so insecure about his body and exposing it to him. 


"Seokjin, are you scared I might take advantage of you like Joowon did?" 
That question was enough to make Seokjin nod his head continuously while 
he tried to put his pants on, but couldn't. Namjoon helped him in getting 
fully dressed, while seeing his eyes become glossy. 


"Now I'm the one who fears you, Doctor Kim." Seokjin whispered. 


"You don't have to be afraid of me, Seokjin. I would never hurt you, or do 
something if it doesn't involve your consent, my love." Namjoon caressed 
Seokjin's hair, earning a hug from Seokjin. 


The man felt safe when he was in Namjoon's arms, he no longer felt scared. 


"You're right, I'm not afraid of you." He said. "Because my love for you is 
stronger than my fear, and because I trust you more than I trust myself." 
Hearing that, Namjoon felt relieved. He held onto Seokjin, cautious enough 
to not hurt his back. 


He helped Seokjin lay down on the bed. 
When a few minutes went by, a knock on the door caught Namjoon's 
attention. He got up 


to answer it. 


Seokjin felt sleepy after a while, so he fell asleep. 


"What brings you here, boys?" Namjoon asked as Yoongi and Hoseok 
greeted him. 


"We came to see you, duh." Yoongi smiled, giving Namjoon a bro hug. 
Hoseok also greeted the man the same way while he let them in the house. 


"How have you been? We haven't seen you in two days." Yoongi said. 


"And you never answered my calls either... Oh, I'm sorry to interrupt you 
and Seokjin." 


"What do you mean by that, Yoongi?" Namjoon questioned from the 
kitchen. 


"T didn't know that you and your lover were in the middle of something, 
judging by the clothes on top of your couch." 


Namjoon had forgotten to take Seokjin's clothes upstairs with him, but he 
couldn't when he was too focused on the man. He rather leave the clothes in 
the living room to properly attend to his lover, than to leave his side and 
risk him falling over. 


"Must be nice to have sex with a vampire all of the time. But doesn't he just 
drain your energy and blood by doing so?" 


"What did you just say about Patient Kim, Yoongi?" 
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The doctor dropped Seokjin's clothes back onto the couch, walking over to 
his best friend with no expression on his face. 


"Isn't it exhausting to make love to a demon all of the time? I'm sorry to 
refer to Seokjin that way, but that is what he is, Joon. He's a bloodsucking 
demon!" 


"He's different now. He isn't a vampire anymore, a special injection 
administered into his body turned him back into a human-" Namjoon was 
cut off by Yoongi, who had stood up 

from the couch he was sitting on. Hoseok excused himself to use the 
restroom to avoid the awkward and heated conversation in between the two 
men. 


"That doesn't change the fact that he was still a vampire. Don't you realize 
that you have a 

killer in your own apartment? What if he turns on you and tries to bite your 
neck or worse... He could kill you! For a man as smart as you are, this was 
the most stupid and reckless decision you've ever taken!" Yoongi was now 
yelling at Namjoon. 


"Keep your voice down, he's asleep now and he could wake up because of 
your shouting." 
Namjoon didn't want to argue or use a loud tone of voice with his friend. 


"T thought that vampires didn't need sleep. What up with that, huh?" 


"Because he's human! Yoongi! He's HUMAN! A human that I love." A 
vase suddenly smashed onto the floor, startling Namjoon and his friend who 
moved away from where he was standing. 


Seokjin was coming down the stairs after hearing the entire conversation 
Namjoon was having with the older man, when he accidentally knocked 
over the ceramic vase. 


"I'm sorry." He stood there, completely still and unable to walk any further. 


"It's okay. Hey, you don't have to cry, Seokjin. It's just a vase." Seokjin held 
Namjoon's hand for a while, before pulling him into a hug. 


"Dr. Kim, I won't kill you. I won't..." Seokjin whispered. The doctor knew 
exactly why the man was talking that way. It's because of what Yoongi had 
previously blurted out to him earlier. 


He grabbed Seokjin's hand, helping him get downstairs quickly. 


"This man that you see right here. This man makes me happy. Apologize to 
him for your harsh words." Yoongi cringed at Namjoon's words. 


"Are you hearing yourself? That's ridiculous, Joon. What necessity do I 
have of doing that when you know very well that I'm right." Namjoon was 
moved from Seokjin's side by Yoongi. 


"You ruined his life. It's your fa- ahh, ah, let go of my ear. Hey! My ear is 
sensitive." Yoongi held onto his ear after Namjoon held it tightly, pinching 
him for a while. 


"Seokjin, open your mouth to show this man that you are human. It seems 
like that's the only way he'll understand it." Seokjin obeyed Namjoon and 
opened his mouth widely. 


His teeth were completely normal. No more fangs. 


"Seokjin!" Seokjin heard Hoseok's voice and turned to face the man from 
far away. 


"Hoseok?" He went towards him. 
"It's been a while." 


"T missed you. You're so cool!" Hoseok embraced the man's body, but 
Seokjin quickly released himself from him, going back to Namjoon's side. 


"Listen, I appreciate your visit, guys. But can you please visit another 
time?" Namjoon turned his head over at Seokjin who was hiding behind 
him. "Now is not a good time." He finished speaking while Yoongi and 
Hoseok looked at each other. 


"Alright then. Come on, Yoongi. Let's go. Yoongi?" Hoseok was surprised 
when Yoongi released himself from his soft grip, walking over towards 
Seokjin. 


He looked at Seokjin closely. Too close for the man's liking. 


"What's wrong with you, huh? You're such a brat sometimes. All you do is 
cause tantrums 

and ignore others. At least accept Hoseok's friendly hug." The man pulled 
Seokjin away from Namjoon. 


He was shivering. "Let go of me, I'm not your pet!" He bit Yoongi's hand. 
Yoongi immediately reacted by releasing the man and holding his own 
hand. 


"Not a pet? Then why are you acting like an animal!? You psycho!" 
Yoongi's words made Namjoon burn on the inside, but the younger didn't 
want to worsen the situation, so he stayed by Seokjin's side. 


"Don't get near him. It's for his own health and safety. Please, if you're my 
friends then you will let me handle this on my own and let me help him. 
Please, go." Namjoon watched as Seokjin's skin color changed back to pale. 


"Is he okay, Namjoon?" Hoseok asked. 


"Seokjin, hold onto me." The man suddenly fainted in the air before 
Namjoon caught him in his arms. Yoongi and Hoseok helped Seokjin get to 
a hospital while the doctor drove in the backseat of the car with him, 
making sure that the man wouldn't have a high fever that could cause him a 
seizure. 


Thankfully, the man survived the long ride to the medical center. His body 
was shivering. 


"Cold... I'm cold." His teeth were catering, distorting the small amount of 
words he was able to pronounce before his consciousness fully left him and 
he woke up in a hospital bed, surrounded by doctors. None of them looked 
anything like they did in the other hospital. On the contrary; these doctors 
were all nicely dressed and were very polite and caring to the man. A care 
that no doctor or nurse had ever given him in the old hospital building he 
was locked up in. 


"Ah, patient Kim Seokjin, you're finally awake. Do you know where you 
are?" Seokjin nodded his head in denial at the unfamiliar looking doctor. 


"You are in a medical health center in Seoul. Your friends brought you here 
because you fainted. Do you remember what happened to you?" The man 
started to have flashbacks. 


"I was being.. Forced to hug... A friend of mine." His voice was low and 
very tired. 


"And what else do you remember, Seokjin?" While the man tried to 
remember anything else, his head started to hurt. 


"Alright, we won't ask you any further questions. Just tell me, are you 
allergic to anything?" Seokjin shook his head. 


"No." The doctors left his room and returned to the waiting room a few 
hours later. 


"Why did he faint, doctor?" Namjoon stood up from his chair, waiting for 
the doctor to respond to him. 


"Your friend has anemia. I will prescribe him these iron pills. He must take 
them two to three times a day with a meal in between. If his condition 
worsens, even with the treatment of the pills, then he could potentially need 
a blood transfusion. And patients with blood type O are very rare. Please 
make sure that he takes these pills, okay?" Namjoon nodded, taking in all of 
the information, carefully. 


The doctor left and allowed him to see Seokjin. 


Seokjin was lying down on the hospital bed, looking around. The sounds of 
heart monitors beeping gave him anxiety, and caused him to become 
stressed. The smell of clorox and other cleaning products in the building 
reminded him of the other hospital, only with more light and less fear. But 
still, the man didn't enjoy being there at all. 


"Namjoon, I want to leave. I don't like hospitals..." He frowned. 


"I know, sweetheart. Let me help you get up so we could leave, alright?" 
Seokjin gladly accepted Namjoon's help by holding onto him the whole 
time while sitting upright, legs dangling from the hospital bed as he 
crumbled up the paper on the bed with the weight of his body. 


Yoongi and Hoseok helped them get the iron pills from the pharmacy and 
drove them back home. 


"Thanks for everything, guys." Namjoon said, after he took Seokjin upstairs 
for him to get some rest. The man was low on energy, and felt very weak 
and tired. 


"Listen, I'm sorry for yelling at you and disrespecting Seokjin earlier. If you 
ever need help, never doubt in calling us." Yoongi said, patting Namjoon's 
shoulder. 


"Take care, Namjoon. And take care of Seokjin. Your patient needs you, 
Doctor Kim." Hoseok hugged Namjoon. 


"T'll take good care of him. He just needs time to heal from everything." 
Namjoon closed the door and locked it as soon as his friends left, then he 
went back inside of the house to check on Seokjin, who was still upstairs, 
sleeping. 
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Namjoon spent half of his night awake, paying attention to his patient to 
make sure nothing happened to him in his sleep. Now that Seokjin was 
human, everything was different. 


On one hand, Namjoon was happy. But as a doctor, and as a lover, he felt 
that it was his full responsibility to take care of Seokjin and to keep him 
healthy and alive. 


This was the first night in months that Namjoon hasn't been able to sleep. 
Before he met Seokjin, he remembered that he used to get home from his 
job and the sinking feeling in his chest would hit him, the insomnia it would 
cause him. 


He shut his eyes, laughing in silence. These fuzzy memories were giving 
Namjoon the motivation to stay up all night, if it means that his patient 
would receive the attention he needs. 


One of the memories that gave Namjoon motivation to stay up was when he 
used to arrive home from the job so late at night after seeing a strange, 
mysterious looking man inside of a creepy room within the hospital. The 
anxiety, the adrenaline rush he used to get. The feeling of wanting more, to 
the point where he "needed" to see the strange patient no matter how risky it 
was, how invasive he had to be, and how much of his time he needed to 
sacrifice in order to see the man and talk to him for a few minutes. 


His voice was always so dark and sinister, almost pissed off but polite. It's 
something Namjoon never understood. 


What mood would the man be in this time? What mood was he in before he 
arrived at the hospital? The endless research he did on the internet to gather 
information on the hospital and the patient. 


Everything was coming back to his mind now. All of the tough times in 
which he nearly lost the man in his dream and in real life. The nightmares 


he used to get before and after he met him, giving him hot flashes at night, 
leaving him sleepless. 


So many thing that he went through because of Seokjin. And seeing how 
everything turned out, the doctor would do it all again if he had to. He 
swept the strands of hair blocking Seokjin's eyes, staring at him for a while. 


He looked so peaceful asleep. 


"Mr. Kim, you look adorable when you sleep." The doctor whispered, 
continuing to caress the man's face, softly enough for him to not feel it. 


Namjoon suddenly felt a hand wrap around his wrist. Seokjin brought his 
hand towards his mouth, kissing it. 


"Don't you dare stay awake all night." The man spoke with a serious tone. 
Namjoon kissed his forehead. 


"Let's sleep then." They intertwine hands together and cuddled up, slowly 
drifting off into a deep and peaceful slumber. 


~the next day~ 


The following day, Namjoon's eyes fluttered open as he saw Seokjin was 
next to him, still sleeping. He touched Seokjin's forehead to check if his 
fever had deceased, which it did. 


Namjoon sighed in relief, getting up. It was 7:00 AM, meaning that the 
doctor was one hour late to work. He had no time to wait for Seokjin to 
wake up, or even eat breakfast, he just got up, got ready, then got into his 
car and left. 


He knew that Seokjin would be out of harms way now since Joowon was 
most likely hiding in his house to avoid the cops or any trouble, so with that 
in mind, Namjoon was at peace. 


The doctor also left a bowl of cereal out, along with cereal for whenever the 
man decided to wake up. Also, he placed the iron pills on a napkin, beside 


the cereal bowl to remind Seokjin that he needed to take them. 


With nothing else on his mind besides his job, the doctor pressed his foot 
down on the gas pedal to make it to his job sooner, since he was already one 
hour late. 


"Good morning boss, I'm sorry I'm late. It won't happen again, sir." 
Namjoon lowered his head to a middle aged man, who was his boss. He 
was forgiven for arriving a little late, so 

that made Namjoon feel better. Now with that out of the way, the doctor 
proceeded to enter his office, placing his suitcase beside his desk, to turn his 
computer on. 


Since he hadn't eaten anything for breakfast, a friend of his was kind 
enough to give him a cup of coffee and leave it by his desk. The warm 
coffee helped Namjoon power through his day, giving him the energy he 
was missing from the night before. 


"Seokjin must be awake by now. I hope he isn't dizzy from the anemia. I 
wonder what he's doing now..." 


~Meanwhile~ 


Seokjin got up, wondering where Namjoon was. He then remembered that 
today was Wednesday and that Namjoon had to work. 


He pouted, heading downstairs, noticing the cereal bowl! along with the two 
small red pills. He scratched his head. 


"What could these be for?" He then read a small note that said "Don't forget 
to drink these, they're for your anemia." Seokjin suddenly remembered 
what they were and poured himself cereal in the bowl, along with milk. 


Although the man had no energy in him, at least he had an appetite for 
eating so he could take the iron pills. When they melted into his mouth, the 
taste of blood instantly hit him. 


It was bitter, yet sweet. The pill turned into liquid and the aftertaste was 
horrible, but nonetheless, the man was happy that he no longer enjoyed the 
taste of blood. 


His life was officially normal. 


Seokjin smiled, breathing in fresh air before walking around the house for a 
little bit. The apartment was so beautiful and clean, the only messy part of it 
was the bedroom he and Namjoon had slept in, so the man went upstairs to 
clean it. 


"There are the clothes I had left in the living room yesterday." When 
Seokjin leaned down to pick the clothes up, his head started spinning. He 
was very weak and dizzy. 


To avoid feeling any dizzier or weak, Seokjin tried his best to clean up the 
room to head downstairs just in case he got worse and had to call Namjoon 
or even leave the house in search for help. He was hoping that he didn't 
have to do that, however. 


When he was downstairs in the living room, Seokjin found something 
behind the couch Namjoon likes to sit on. 


"His computer has been back here, huh?" He opened the screen, turning the 
laptop on. 


The wind gently blew through the living room window, helping the man 
relax and feel calm as he patiently waited for the device to power on, 
holding it in his lap. 


It finally loaded after fifteen seconds, exposing the background screen. 
Namjoon's background was a beautiful landscape of the beach. 


"He must enjoy the beach." Seokjin clicked on an app called YouTube to 
hear music in the background as he searched the web until Namjoon got 
back home. 


Now, the man was planning on cooking before Namjoon arrived, but the 
doctor told him to not move a muscle until he got back home, and that he 
would arrive with takeout. 


With no worries in his head, the man let his mind sink deep into the 
internet, allowing the music to flow through his ears, lightening up his 
mood even though he was listening to alternative music. 


Ever since he found Cyberpunk, the store gave him new song suggestions 
from the intercom. Seokjin was muttering a few words now and then while 
tapping his finger on the couch. 


The internet has many websites to visit, but a very specific one caught 
Seokjin's eye. 


"Vampire vs. Human lifestyle." He clicked on the title and started to read. 


"Vampires don't sleep, while a regular human being who doesn't suffer from 
insomnia does in fact, need their 24 hours of sleep. Or 8, as long as it's 
more than 5. 


Vampires need to consume blood once or twice a year to survive, depending 
on the amount the drink. If they drink too much, it could become an 
addiction and leave them wanting more than just once a year. Though every 
month wouldn't cause them harm. 


Humans, however, they need food. Food contains nutrition and it's just as 
appetizing to them as blood is to vampires. A human can survive longer 
without food, than without water." Seokjin was surprised by a lot of these 
facts. 


Something suddenly popped up in his page. A private message. 


"Hi, Joonie!! It's me, Mina! I was wondering if you wanted to go get dinner 
tonight to celebrate our 7th anniversary of being best friends!" That girl. 
The girl who hugged Seokjin tightly and who kept on continuously kissing 
Namjoon's cheeks was texting Namjoon, unaware that Seokjin was using 
his laptop. 


"They have known each other for seven years?" 
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Seokjin tilted his neck downwards and mindlessly started typing. He felt the 
need to fool the girl into thinking that Namjoon was replying to her 
message. Now, the man had absolutely no business in coming in between 
Namjoon's private life, especially not his social media life, but 
remembering the way that the girl was acting towards Namjoon: Holding 
him, moving his body from the same embrace, and on top of it all, kissing 
his face. It was just an unacceptable behavior, and the one thing that Seokjin 
wanted to get revenge on. 


However, he didn't want to ruin her life, because like it or not, that girl 
knew more about Namjoon than he did. Instead of replying, he simply 
closed her message notification and continued lurking around the web, with 
rock music playing in the background. 


"Joonie, are you there? Are you working today? If so, then please text me 
back whenever you get the chance to. Love youuuuu! 0 7" No matter 
how loud the music played, Seokjin couldn't help but to physically see all of 
the messages the girl kept sending. It was starting to annoy him, and play 
games with his mind. 


"Dr. Kim loves me. But it looks like I'm going to have to take matter into 
my own hands." 


The man powered off his laptop and went upstairs, as careful as he could so 
that he wouldn't fall down. 


His mind was fogging up with thoughts of Mina seducing the doctor and 
taking him for herself. That thought was encouraging Seokjin to think of a 
plan. 


"Namjoon can't find those messages. He won't find them. I'll make sure he 
doesn't." With a plan in mind, the man started rummaging through the 


bedroom. He wasn't supposed to, but he cleaned the house before Namjoon 
could arrive, regardless of his dizziness which went away after a while. 


It wasn't messy, he just wanted to do a few rearrangements. Those 
rearrangements including items that were part of his plan. Items that were 
located in different places of the apartment, but were useful to him. 


He didn't have energy, but with the motivation and determination to finish 
up what he started, Seokjin didn't stop until everything was done. 


Everything was halfway through being completed when he received a 
phone call. 


"Seokjin, it's Namjoon." Hearing the doctor's voice made Seokjin feel 
happy, and a little bit stressed about what Namjoon was going to do when 
he comes back home to find out what he did to his apartment. 


He also wanted to reply to Namjoon with something different. He wanted to 
start acting different, so the man tried his best to think of something better 
to reply. 


"Hey." His voice was low, trying to sound sexy but Namjoon got worried. 


"Why is your voice like that? Do you have a cold, or something?" The man 
held the phone in one hand, while looking around the apartment. 


"Well, I was just calling to tell you that I might need to work overtime 
tonight because I missed out on a lot the past two days, but if I can't, I can 
just tell my boss and I'll head back home to take care of you if you feel 
sick." Namjoon couldn't come back home yet, Seokjin wasn't even done 
preparing half of the things around the house. 


"No, don't! I was just clearing my throat because it was a little bit dry. Sir, 
I'm fine. Don't worry about me, and continue your work. I'm sure that you 
have a lot to do, right?" 


The man was right. 


"Yes, you're right. I have a lot to work on." Namjoon sighed at Seokjin. 
"Well... Alright. I'll be home around 5:00 PM, if there's too much work I 
might come out at 8:00, but I'll let you know. Did you eat already and take 
your iron pills?" Seokjin reassured the doctor that everything was okay, and 
that he had taken his pills right after eating, leaving the doctor at ease to 
finish his job while he finished the preparations for tonight. 


Seokjin felt so relieved knowing that Namjoon was going to be back late at 
night. That way he had more time to get the rest of the things done on time, 
to shower, and to change into something that he's never worn in front of 
Namjoon. 


The shirt that he had shown him in Cyberpunk was actually a corset with 
lace around it, but it was in the men's section of the store and the workers 
told him that the shirt was specifically for males, so Seokjin bought it with 
Namjoon's money, but he never wore it around him once, just because the 
first time he tried it in the fitting room, he knew that he couldn't go back 
outside with such inappropriate clothing. 


Despite the amount of skin it showed, and the ripped jeans he had chosen 
which looked as if a pack of wolves had been chewing on them, tearing 
most of the denim off. The jeans contained very strange rips in different 
places. Places Seokjin never noticed when he first bought them, but he 
didn't want to return them, even if it exposed some, if not, most of his skin. 
The man was happy that he bought the clothing in the end. 


After all, it's just skin, the man thought. Just because he was excited about 
seeing Namjoon's reaction to the apartment decorations, and his change of 
style in clothing, didn't change the fact that Seokjin was still burning with 
jealousy because of Mina. 


His blood was practically on fire, but he relaxed when he saw the doctor's 
car pull up in the driveway. 


With a few last finishing touches, Seokjin turned the lights off, being 
thankful for the cloudy and dark weather that allowed the apartment to 
become very dark although it was daytime. 


Each passing minute, Seokjin's grin grew more when he realized what he 
had done. The last thing he did was spray a tiny bit of Namjoon's cologne 
on his body to smell like him. 


Namjoon wore a different fragrance of cologne today, since he didn't have 
that much time on his hands to wear his favorite colonge this morning 
because of how late to work he was. The doctor grabbed the first bottle of 
cologne he could get his hands on, then drove off. 


When Seokjin heard the keys jiggling at the entrance of the door, he went 
upstairs and left a quick note he had previously written after he Namjoon 
and him ended their short call. 


The man made his way upstairs, closing a door behind him, hoping 
Namjoon hadn't heard it from downstairs. 
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"I'm home, sweetheart." Namjoon left his shoes outside, unaware that his 
lover hadn't answered him back. 


Once he stepped in, he called out his name but he wasn't anywhere to be 
found. 


"Seokjin- what's this?" He picked up a small note, inhaling the familiar 
scent that was filling up his lung as they flowed into his nostrils. His 
cologne. 


Then he looked around his surroundings. The apartment was completely 
cleaned, with a romantic twist added to it. 


Rose pedals were spread around the entrance of the floor from where the 
doctor had previously picked up the note. 


Feeling curious and fully aware now, Namjoon started to read what was 
written on the note: "Meet me upstairs. I'll be waiting for you, daddy." 


Seokjin wasn't sure if he regretted writing "daddy" at the end of the note, 
but his mind was in another dimension at the moment, so the man couldn't 


care less. 


Namjoon swallowed deeply, placing the note down on the table. He took his 
lab coat off, hanging it inside of the closet in the hallway, then he made his 
way upstairs. Of course, the doctor hated to get germs anywhere, so he 
quickly washed his hands. 


While washing them, his mind started to think a million things about 
Seokjin. His pressure was slowly rising, feeling exciting thoughts fill up his 
mind. As he opened the door, there were more rose pedals in the entrance, 
along with another note. 


"Use them on me tonight ;)" A pair of handcuffs were beside the note. 
Namjoon loosened up his tie while placing the note down on and picking 
the handcuffs up from the floor. 


"Where did he get these from?" The doctor thought. Seokjin had secretly 
bought the handcuffs the same day he bought his outfit from Cyberpunk. He 
just hadn't told Namjoon. 


The man finally made an appearance, and Namjoon's jaw dropped to the 
floor, as well as the handcuffs he was holding. 


"Allow me. I'll get them for you, sir." Seokjin teased Namjoon by bending 
over, slowly, in a seductive way just to pick up the handcuffs from the floor. 


Just when the man was about to stand back up, he felt a pair of hands wrap 
around his waist. 


Namjoon carried Seokjin as the man grinned on the inside. 


As the sun finally set, the lovers unleashed their sinful desires while 
allowing their tongues to swirl around together. 


[%NSFW coming up in the next chapter% | 
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Namjoon held Seokjin's waist, but the man released himself from his soft 
grip. 


"Is there someone at the door? I just heard someone knocking." Namjoon 
heard the knock as well. Seokjin helped the doctor get dressed and hid 
himself underneath the bedsheets, Namjoon closed the door behind him, 
locking it just in case. 


He felt slightly annoyed. If the doctor would have been interrupted while he 
was doing something else, then maybe he wouldn't mind it so much, but he 
was in the middle of starting something with Seokjin, and his mind right 
now was too distracted, thinking about the amount of friction that he and 
Seokjin were giving each other. 


The feeling of Seokjin kissing him was still lingering in his mouth, the 
sensation wouldn't leave his tongue and neither would his addictive taste. 
Namjoon opened the door before the knocking got louder. 


"Mina? What's all of this?" His college friend was in front of his door, 
holding a cake and a small gift box. 


"Didn't you receive my messages on your laptop? It's our seventh year 
anniversary of being best friends, Joonie!! Here, this is for you." She 
handed him the small box, smiling happily. Inside of it was a red pendant 
necklace. 


Namjoon thanked her, apologizing for not gifting her anything in return, as 
he had forgotten that it was their friend anniversary today. 


"Aww, it's okay. You don't have to get me anything, don't worry about it. 
But how about we cut the cake together and celebrate for a few minutes? If 
you aren't busy or anything, of course." Her smile was so sincere and nice. 


Namjoon didn't want to be inconsiderate and rude with his friend, so he 
agreed on cutting the cake with her and eating it. 


As the two were eating, Mina couldn't help but to notice how strange 
Namjoon was acting. 


His legs were wobbly, his hands were a little bit weak while holding the 
fork to eat, he couldn't even chew or swallow properly with looking 
nervous. And his cheeks were a little bit red. 


"Nervous, Joonie?" 


"Why would I be." Namjoon replied, his voice becoming lower with less 
interest. The girl lowered her head, picking up her fork to eat a small piece 
of cake to continue talking. 


"It's just that you seem different..." Namjoon pushed his chair back when 
she touched his forehead. 


"You have a fever." She became more worried. 
"Now she'll never leave. Seokjin, please don't come out of the room..." 


The doctor kept an eye on the hallway to check on the room to see if the 
door was still closed. When he was about to turn his head towards the door, 
he couldn't get the chance to do so because his friend returned with a 
thermometer in her hands. 


"I'm fine. Really, Iam. There's no need to do that." He stood up from the 
table, carrying his plate and Mina's plate to the kitchen. 


"Alright. But let me do the dishes and then I'll leave. Promise to get some 
rest, okay?" She cupped the doctor's face, sweetly. Namjoon just nodded. 


While his friend washed the two dirty dishes, Namjoon took this 
opportunity to check up on Seokjin. He quickly made his way upstairs and 
walked into a breathtaking view: 


Seokjin was lying down, his long legs were completely exposed along with 
the rest of his body which was completely nude. The man's head was 
pushed back, his chest was rising up and down while he panted and moaned 
into the blanked that he had inside of his mouth to prevent his moans from 
being audible. 


Sweat beads were slowly dripping down his forehead. Namjoon gulped, 
wishing he hadn't walked into him in such a heated up state. 


His heart started pounding against his chest as he held the door wide open. 
Seokjin stopped what he was doing, startled by Namjoon's presence. 


"Sir, did your guest leave already?" Namjoon was about to answer, but 
Seokjin's body distracted him from doing so, leaving him speechless. 


"Joonie, I couldn't find the dish soap-" Mina saw Seokjin was lying down 
on the bed. 


"What is your roommate doing on your bed?" She looked at Namjoon. 
Seokjin smirked, swinging Namjoon's robe over his own body. 


"He's wearing your robe, Joonie! Do something about this. It's disgusting!" 
She groans. 


Namjoon walked backwards, giving Seokjin space to walk towards them. 
Seokjin wrapped his arms around the doctor's waist. 
"Namjoon belongs to me." She was standing in shock. 


"Don't believe me now, hmm?" Seokjin kissed Namjoon right in front of 
her, a satisfied facial expression plastered across his face with a grin. 


"Namjoon, what the hell!? You said you loved me back in middle school. 
You wanted me to be your only one. I came here to tell you I liked you." 
She pouted. 


"Mina, I'm sorry. I only like you as a friend. We are friends, aren't we?" 


"Not anymore." She stormed out of his apartment, angrily slamming the 
door behind her. 


"Seokjin, you should have obeyed me and stayed in this room!" Namjoon 
shouted, unintentionally at Seokjin. 


"Do you want her, or me?" Seokjin furrowed his eyebrows. 


"You. Why would I want her? She's just my- Was my best friend." Namjoon 
sat down on his bed, brushing his hair back. Flashbacks of what he walked 
into before were haunting him. He suddenly noticed something poking out 
of the bathrobe Seokjin was wearing. 


His member sprung free out of the gap in between the robe and his legs. 
"T want you, Seokjin." Seokjin felt relieved to hear that from the doctor. 


Namjoon grabbed the pair of handcuffs again, putting them on Seokjin and 
cuffing him to the bedframe. He undressed himself, freeing the erection he 
had from the inside of his tight jeans. 


Seokjin looked over his shoulder, staring at the doctor's length. He bit down 
on his lips with anticipation of feeling the man inside of him. 


He tugged at the waist band of the doctor's briefs until Namjoon dropped 
his pants and boxers on the floor, while removing his shirt. 


Their eyes met, pupils dilated with lust. Namjoon held Seokjin's back as he 
slowly lay him 

down on the bed, tilting his neck back to imprint on it. The man parted his 
lips and rubbed Namjoon's lower back, tracing his entire body with his 
hands, sending chills down the doctor's spine as he continued to trace his 
plump lips around Seokjin's neck, hungrily leaving his teeth marks on it. 


Through begs and moans, Seokjin made his way past the immense pleasure 
he felt when the doctor started to masturbate him, all because he didn't want 
to get overwhelmed too quickly. Namjoon stopped midway, giving the older 


man time to breathe, while he kissed his lips again, shortening his breath for 
a moment before he got up from the bed, leaving 
Seokjin to wonder why as he continued to catch his breath. 


The doctor returned with a familiar bottle in his hands. Seokjin knew 
exactly what it was 
for. 


He readjusted himself on the bed, changing the position he was previously 
in. Namjoon held onto Seokjin's waist with one hand. Seokjin heard a cap 
popping open, then he felt a really cold, liquid substance invade his hole. 


The man took a deep breath in, exhaling as soon as he felt Namjoon's length 
enter him, inch by inch. He scrunched his nose, his facial expressions 
hardening as he slumped his body down. Namjoon lifted his waist back 
upwards, kissing his shoulders, all the way down to his back, and reaching 
his neck as he guided his lips towards Seokjin's jawline. 


"Stay like this for a while, then you reposition yourself later on. Alright? 
Do you feel okay, 

my love?" Seokjin nodded, feeling his cheeks heating up with 
embarrassment while his breathing increased. Namjoon's low voice was 
turning him on, especially when the male was whispering directly into his 
ear. His deep voice was sending chills throughout his entire body. 


"Don't do that." Seokjin managed to blurt out. 


"Hmm?" Namjoon hummed in response, questioning what the man was 
talking about. 


"When you whisper. Don't do it." The man clarified what he was trying to 
Say. 


"You know, you're very handsome. But right now, you look sexy." Namjoon 
was trying to use his whispering as a distraction for Seokjin so he wouldn't 
focus so much on when he was thrusting into him to avoid feeling any 
discomfort or pain which Namjoon would try to avoid for him. 


"Dr. Kim." Seokjin shifted his hips, grinding his pelvis feeling eager. He 
adjusted himself to Namjoon's pace which was not to fast, but gradually 
began to quicken and as did his profanities. Seokjin wasn't the type to cuss, 
but when Doctor Kim was in control of him, it 

was as if he unlocked a whole other personality within the man. His eyes 
rolled to the back on his head, while he gritted his teeth. 


"D...Dr. Kim.. Agh.."" Namjoon craned his neck down to Seokjin's level, 
Staring at the way the man was reacting to his length, the more he rocked 
his hips back and forth to thrust into him. 


"What's my name?" Seokjin was overwhelmed with emotions and the 
indecisive thoughts lingering in his body. He wasn't sure his he was about to 
release, if he wanted to moan, or if he wanted to continue clawing the 
bedsheets and twisting them into knots. 


"Namjoon." He tried his best to pronounce Namjoon's name, but his heavy 
breathing wouldn't let him, and the thrusts that were fogging up his vision 
weren't helping the man either. 


"Say it again." Namjoon slowed down his pace, but deepened his thrusts, 
nearing his release. 


"Namjoon, S-sir. I... | said... Namjoon." He intertwined his hands with 
Seokjin's. 

Then he started thrusting in again, faster than before, knowing that they 
were both on the edge. 


Seokjin's breathing turned into panting, loud panting and gasps. 


The man lowered his head, screaming into a pillow, out of pleasure while 
Namjoon gently pulled out of him, a thick string of cum dripping out of his 
dick as he stopped to catch his breath. 


Sweat was dripping down Seokjin's chest, his hair was wet, and his cheeks 
were flustered. 


He grabbed Namjoon, lowering him onto his chest to continuously kiss him. 
The doctor smiled. 


"Are you okay?" Seokjin looked up at him. 


"Best sex ever." He responded at the doctor who brought his body closer to 
his, pulling the messy bedsheets over their naked bodies so they wouldn't 
feel cold. 


"I want to do it again." Seokjin admitted, after about five minutes passed by, 
tempting Namjoon. 


"Aren't you tired?" The doctor asked. Seokjin shook his head. 
"Neither am I." He held Seokjin's leg up, repositioning him again. 


"Round two it is, then." With one last smooth kiss, the doctor went inside of 
Seokjin again 

with a little more force, now that the man was fully stretched. He handed 
him the bottle of lube, just in case he started to feel uncomfortable. His 
length slid smoothly in and out of the man, easier than before. 


He let him take over this time. 


"Ride me, let me see how long you can last." Namjoon smirked. Seokjin 
accepted his open invitation and proceeded to lower himself inside of him, 
until he could feel his ass meet up with Namjoon's balls. Seokjin wasn't as 
shy as he was before, and neither was he nervous. 


It was his turn to show Namjoon how daring he could be, and his sinful 
nature was ready to expose himself yet again. 


Namjoon placed his hands on either side of Seokjin's hips, holding him in 
place while watching the man handle the rest. 


In no time, the man was elevating his body up and down, viciously. 
Namjoon was surprised that he still had so much energy in him left after 
their previous activities. 


The man was a total freak in the sheets. Namjoon realized that he unlocked 
a side of Seokjin that he's never seen before. It scared him, and intrigued 
him at the same time. He loved the feeling. 


Their night ended when Seokjin collapsed his body on top of Namjoon's as 
his cum dripped out of his private part and onto Namjoon's midsection, 
since he was still laying down on top of him. 


"Now, I'm tired. Very tired." The man was breathless. 


"There goes our stamina. You'll be feeling sore tomorrow." Namjoon 
embraced Seokjin, the man fully accepting his embrace, feeling needy. 
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Later that night while Seokjin was asleep, Namjoon received a message on 
his phone. 


The man sleepily got up to go retrieve his device from the pocket of his 
jeans. He blinked frequently, waiting for his vision to clear up. 


"Hi, Joonie!! It's me, Mina! I was wondering if you wanted to go get dinner 
tonight to celebrate our 7th anniversary of being best friends!" The 
message revealed that it had been 

sent to him from his computer. His phone was running out of charge, so the 
man headed 

downstairs to use his computer instead. 


"What's this?" Seokjin, who had previously used the computer, forgot to 
close the website 
he was on, and the doctor found every bit of evidence. 


"Seokjin saw the message Mina had sent me. Now I know why he acted the 
way he did when he saw her. He was jealous..." The doctor tilted his neck 
back, rubbing his face. 

"New message from 'Unknown" A new notification popped up on 
Namjoon's screen. He opened the message, but wished he hadn't. 


"Namjoon, this is your father. I'm sorry to bother you son, but this is about 
Joowon. He is in the hospital. He was nearly stabbed to death in his 
stomach and as a result, he lost a lot of blood. He needs a blood transfusion 
or he won't make it through the night. Son, your mother and I aren't 
compatible with Joowon's blood type. Have your blood drawn to compare it 
against his. Namjoon, please save Joowon." 
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"As much as I hate him, he is still my brother. If I leave him to die, my 
parents will haunt me for the rest of my life for not doing anything to help 
Joowon." Seokjin completely understood the situation that Namjoon was 
currently being faced with. 


Although he still held a grunge against his brother for what he did to 
Seokjin, Namjoon was willing to see if his blood type was compatible with 
Joowon's. The doctor and Seokjin got dressed and cleaned up after 
themselves the best they could. Seokjin was going with Namjoon to 
accompany him. 


Since he didn't get the slightest chance to rest after he and the doctor made 
love to each other, Seokjin was unable to properly sit without flinching 
from his sore bottom. 


He got into Namjoon's car. Namjoon drove off to the hospital, having high 
hopes that his blood type would pass the test and be compatible with 
Joowon's. 


They arrived at the hospital a few minutes later than what the doctor had 
estimated, but the most important thing is that he got there in the end. 
Seokjin and him unbuckled their 

seatbelts, closing the car doors from behind them when they stepped out. 


Being in hospitals gave Seokjin anxiety and stress, so the man had to 
distract himself with anything on their way towards the emergency entrance 
of the hospital 
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"Kim Namjoon?" Namjoon stood up as a nurse approached him with her 
head down. 


"I'm sorry, mister. Your blood type just isn't compatible with your brother's. 
Do you know anyone else who's blood type is O?" Namjoon sighed, 


disappointed. 


"No, unfortunately I don't know of anyone else who has the same blood 
type of Joowon's. His blood type is very rare." The man was overhearing 
Namjoon's conversation with the nurse. 


"Too rare." She stated, furrowing her eyebrows with worry. 


"May I try? Perhaps my blood might be compatible." Seokjin's suggestion 
made the nurse feel curious. She brought Seokjin to her small laboratory 
room. The man looked at his surroundings, seeing small tubes of blood 
were stored and labeled inside of a cabinet from where the nurse took out 
an empty tube and needle out of to proceed with performing the test on him 
by wrapping a rubber elastic over his arm so his veins would thicken and be 
easier to spot. 


The crimson red substance streamed out of Seokjin's right arm and into the 
tube as soon as the nurse inserted the needle into his vein. 


"Alright. I'll do the comparison with your blood type and Joowon's. It'll take 
approximately a few minutes to about an hour and a half, would you mind 
waiting for me in the waiting room with your friend?" Seokjin did as he was 
told, leaving the nurse's laboratory to find Namjoon. 


Seokjin walked up beside him and Namjoon threw his hand over the man's 
shoulder, as they waited for the results to be revealed to them. 
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"It's a match. Congratulations, Mr. Kim. You are compatible with Joowon's 
blood type." 


Namjoon and Seokjin stared at each other. 


"We must start the transfusion sooner rather than later, because his case is 
crucial at the moment. We can do the transfusion today, if you are willing to 
donate your blood to his, of course." Seokjin looked over at Namjoon, then 
bowed his head down to stare at the hospital floor tiles. The place smelled 


like nothing but cleaning supplies, such as clorox, disinfectant wipes, 
disinfectant soap and hand sanitizer, along with other various smells that 
brought back bad memories to Seokjin's mind, but the man avoided the 
thoughts by focusing on what to respond with to the nurse. 


"T'll do it." Before he could say anything else, Namjoon looked over at the 
nurse. 


"He's been on iron pills because of his low hemoglobin levels, ma'am. Will 
he be able to withstand a transfusion... And aside from this, how many pints 
of blood does must he donate in order for my brother to live?" Although 
Namjoon was worried about his brother, as a doctor, his main concern was 
the fact that Seokjin has been very weak these past few days with low 
energy, low hemoglobin, and he was still learning how to be human again 
after so many years of being a vampire. 


Is he rested well enough for this? 


Can he be put under anesthesia and not freak out when they strap him onto 
the hospital bed? 


And the doctor's main concern: Will Seokjin and Joowon's transfusion be 
successful? 


Seokjin was deep in his thoughts while staring at the doctor. 


"Doctor Kim, the decision has been made." Namjoon snapped out of his 
thoughts, worried about what Seokjin had finally chosen to do. 


"I'm going to do it." His biggest fear was now coming true. Seokjin had 
chosen to proceed with the transfusion. 


All that the doctor could do was nod at Seokjin's decision, hugging him as a 
way to thank him for saving his brother's life, and to reassure him that 
everything was going to be okay, even though Namjoon himself didn't even 
know what could happen. 


The truth is that he was scared to death with so many scenarios building up 
in his head. But he couldn't do anything else in that moment but to hope for 
the best. Seokjin meant so much to him. 


Joowon and him grew up together. They ate together, slept in the same 
room, and even shared clothes to mix and match their styles. They had great 
laughs, minor fights and major achievements, despite their slight rivalry 
between each other. In the end, Joowon was Namjoon's biological brother, 
and he didn't want his parents to suffer if anything happened to his brother, 
so with this in his mind, he had to agree with Seokjin and allow him to 
proceed with the emergency surgery. 


"I'm going to be okay, sir. I'll save your brother, I promise." Seokjin thought 
this was a way to thank Namjoon by helping him save Joowon. Deep down 
inside, the man had his doubts of the blood transfusion, but when he walked 
away from Namjoon and stepped into a separate room, he knew that there 
was no going back. 


The blood transfusion was going to happen, and Seokjin was unsure if his 
body was ready to donate. He didn't tell Namjoon anything because his 
brother's blood is compatible with his and it was rare to find someone with 
the same blood type. Seokjin remembers when Namjoon clearly said that 
there was no one in his family or friends that have the same blood type as 
his brother. Not even his parents. 


Seokjin was the only one who had it. The nurse guided him to a plain room. 


"Change into this hospital gown, sir. Once you're done, exit this room. We 
will be waiting for you outside." She exited the room. 


"We?" Seokjin thought, taking his shirt off. His hands were shaking, 
slightly. He ignored it 
but his heart didn't, as it began to beat faster than before. 


When the man changed, he turned the doorknob and exited the room he was 
currently in, to be greeted by a hospital bed and surgeons wearing blue 
uniforms. Seokjin greeted them while he stepped up onto the bed, laying his 
head back. 


They started to move him towards the operating room. The closer they got, 
opening double door after double door, the cold air from the ventilation 
system of the hospital was making Seokjin feel sleepy. However, the man 
soon became anxious when he saw the people pull four straps over his 
body, enabling him from moving his torso, all the way down to his feet. He 
felt uncomfortable with it but so far, he was still holding onto his will and 
trying to be brave. 


Not for Joowon, but for Namjoon. He wanted to be brave for the doctor to 
make him feel proud of his patient's accomplishment and bravery. To also 
show him that Seokjin could be strong and handle anything. 


When the lights were turned off and there were only huge ring lights 
shining directing into Seokjin's body and face, the man started to get more 
anxious. 


They placed an anesthesia gas mask on his face. After a few hours, he 
started to have hallucinations. Strange hallucinations. 


All of the people in the operation room weren't workers to him anymore. 
They were monsters. The monsters that used to disguise themselves as 
doctors, nurses, surgeons, and innocent workers in the old hospital building 
where he was held captive for years. 


The surgeons were no longer as innocent and clean as Seokjin thought they 
were. Their clothing was stained with drops of blood that was slowly drying 
up on their blue shirts. 


Seokjin saw the doctor's facial expressions change from happy, to devilish 
the more he slipped away from reality due to the amount of sleepy oxygen 
that was being transmitted into his lungs, directly to his brain. 


His veins showed as he tightened his grip on the straps. 


"Sleep well, patient XXX." That nickname. Those voices. The atmosphere 
suddenly turned dark. Seokjin's body was immobilized by the anesthetics. 


"No. Get me off. Please..." His voice was low, distorted, and too low for 
anyone to hear his mumling. The surgeons just looked at each other, 
confused. 


They stepped back when Seokjin snapped one of the straps in half with the 
strength of his 
arms. 


"Hey! Hey wait! Stay here, sir!" The man was too drugged to run, so he 
crawled out of the hospital bed, landing roughly on the cold floor, injuring 
himself with all of the scalpels, medical scissors, and other types of sharp 
objects that were beside him. 


The doctors had no intention on using that medical equipment on him, they 
had just left it there on accident. They quickly injected Seokjin with a 
muscle relaxant to completely immobilize him so he won't try to run away. 
They weren't going to hurt the man, they were professionals who wanted to 
save another man's life by doing this transfusion. 


They became very concerned about Seokjin's behavior, but ignored it, 
thinking that the aggressiveness came from the anesthesia. 


As soon as the man was completely knocked out from the amount of 
anesthesia he had previously endured, the blood transfusion began. Due to 
the time they waited for Seokjin 

to fall asleep, which turned out to be two whole hours of the man battling 
against himself and the people to not go to sleep, they wasted a lot of time 
and put Joowon's life at a higher risk than before, leading him to lose more 
blood. They couldn't stop him bleeding for long. They needed to suture his 
wounds to commence the transfusion. 


Halfway through the surgery, they noticed something was off about 
Seokjin's skin color. 


"Is he turning white? He looks like a ghost." 


"Remember, the man outside of the waiting room said that he has low 
hemoglobin levels. Don't you think that he's lost a little bit too much 


blood?" The doctors began to discuss a few things over about what 
Namjoon had told the nurse. 


Meanwhile, Seokjin's body was waking up halfway through the transfusion. 
He saw he was hooked up onto machines, a breathing tube was down his 
throat, and there was a familiar looking man lying down next to him with 
the same machinery connected to his body. 


Seokjin looked down at his hands, noticing they were staring to shake. The 
operation room was colder than when he was first brought into it. 


"He's awakening. Seokjin, you did it. You saved his life." A doctor said, 
referring to Joowon. Seokjin weakly nodded at the doctor. 


"Doctor, his heart rate is increasing." The nurses got worried. 


"He looks pale. Very pale." They checked his pulse. It was very slow, 
almost as if he didn't have a pulse at all. 


"Seokjin, open your eyes. Don't fall asleep now." Seokjin just weakly 
nodded, closing his eyes. He fainted after the surgery and was taken to the 
recovery room immediately. 
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Namjoon's POV: 


I sat down after pacing around the hospital for a few minutes. I only went to 
get a cup of water from the water dispenser, I didn't want to take too long 
just in case they call my name to give me any update on Seokjin and my 
brother's current status. 


They should be out in a few more minutes, but the time I've been sitting out 
here in this waiting room has been endless to me. Each minute that goes by, 
I wonder what could be happening. 


"Namjoon?" A doctor called out my name. I responded to him by standing 
up as he approached me, closer and closer. He looked at me with a 
somewhat concerned facial expression, narrowing his eyebrows. This 
definitely didn't help with my own worry. 


"Your brother is waking up. He's recovering very well. As for his wounds: 
The internal bleeding was able to be stopped on time, we stitched him up, 
and now we need to wait to see how he handles walking tomorrow. But for 
now, he's going to have to spend the night here... As for your friend." 
Hearing the information on how Joowon was, it made me feel less stressed 
and very thankful. 


I know my parents will be happy as well. "Seokjin didn't handle the surgery 
as well as your brother did. As a result, he fainted due to the blood he lost, 
donating it to Joowon." 


"T knew he wasn't strong enough to handle a blood transfusion... Shit. I 
shouldn't have let him do the transfusion." While I was lost in my thoughts, 
the doctor snapped me out of my trance. 


"He will need a higher dose of iron in his body. Instead of taking two pills, 
he'll need to take three. Nothing will happen to him if he takes three pills. 


However, if he doesn't take them, then he will get worse." I nodded, taking 
in what he had just said. 


"If his condition does worsen, then he could be at a high risk of developing 
left ventricular hypertrophy, more known as LVH. He could potentially 
need a hospitalization 

or in worst cases, it could lead to his death." I froze. Knowing that Seokjin 
could actually die and never come back to life again, and that I would lose 
him forever just sent chills down my spine and made me think harder on 
how to help him out immediately. 


"May I see him, please?" The doctor allowed me to see Seokjin whenever 
he would wake up and feel better, but unfortunately I wasn't that patient. 


I only waited for the doctor to leave, just so that I could figure out how to 
make my way into Seokjin's room. Before leaving, the doctor told me 
which room number Seokjin was in, so it made it easier for me to find him. 


I felt weird, almost like an intruder while sneaking into the double doors 
and remaining unseen by any of the workers. But for Seokjin, I'll do 
anything. Even the impossible. 


I opened the door to the room that he was located in and frowned as soon as 
I saw him. 


The man was breathing steadily, almost barely because of a breathing tube 
he had inside of his mouth. He seemed to be having trouble to swallow with 
it, and as tempted as I was to just take that piece of plastic out of him, I 
knew that I couldn't do that. If I did, then he 

could run out of air, or I could injure him by pulling it out on my own. 


However, as I walked over towards him and asked him how he felt, Seokjin 
just did hand signs and pointed at his throat. I knew that he felt 
uncomfortable with that inside of him, 

and gave in. I washed my hands, took a pair of gloves out of a box that was 
next to the sink, and tried to prepare myself and Seokjin, both physically 
and mentally, to remove the tube out of him. 


"Don't swallow or inhale while I'm trying to pull the breathing tube out, or 
it could scratch your throat. I'll do my best to not hurt you, but you need to 
relax your muscles. Okay?" He just nodded, slightly. I held his chin, 
widening his mouth to be able to access the breathing tube easier. I've never 
done this before, but I have seen how respiratory therapists remove them 
out of their patients, so I focused on doing my job right while seeing how 
silent Seokjin had gotten. 


I managed to pull the tube out of him, allowing the man to breathe on his 
own. I felt so bad to see him struggling to breathe freely. 


"Dr... Kim." He cleared his throat to speak clearly, but still couldn't talk that 
well. I told him to rest, yet the man spoke anyways. I listened to him. 


"Is your brother okay?" I nodded, grabbing Seokjin's hands. His palms were 
cold. 


"He's alive thanks to you, Seokjin." He weakly smiled, closing his eyes. 


"Rest, my love." I placed a kiss on his forehead. When I turned around to 
take my gloves off and to place his breathing tube in the red biohazard 
disposal bin. At the moment, I didn't even pay attention to what I was 
doing, so I didn't care if I was supposed to dispose of the breathing tube or 
not, my mind was now focused on Seokjin who was groaning. 


"Namjoon." He rarely says my name, he usually calls me Dr. Kim. Hearing 
the man say my name out of nowhere, alarmed me. I got closer to him. 


"We..." He was half awake, and half dozen off. 


"T can see that the anesthesia is still taking a toll on him." A doctor walked 
in. I had heard a knock on the door before, but ignored it when I heard 
Seokjin groaning. Now that I'm seeing the doctor, I stand up from the chair 
and greet him once again. 


"How is he doing? I can see that you took his breathing tube out." He 
sounded as if I had committed a crime or something, sheesh. I don't care, 


Seokjin couldn't stay with that piece of uncomfortable plastic lodged inside 
of his throat for too long. 


Even more so since he was fully awake. He was physically feeling the tube, 
and I can tell that he could barely breathe. 


"You should have waited a little longer, mister. But either way, it's fine." 
The guy tried to wake Seokjin up. As he slowly began to turn in his sleep, 
he blurted out a few words. 


"Namjoon..." He's saying my name in his sleep, and the doctor looked over 
at me, slightly confused. 


"Well, it looks like he's dreaming about you." He smiled. My eyes widened 
with embarrassment, but I felt happy. 


Until Seokjin continued to talk in his sleep, of course. 


"We made-" We leaned over closer to hear what words Seokjin was trying to 
create with his drugged up mind from the effect of the anesthesia. 


"We made love." Oh boy... 


The doctor turned his head to face me, but I was too busy cringing on the 
inside. 


"We hugged. He means we hugged. He's delusional right now, he won't 
even remember he said this." I nervously laugh as the man continued to 
listen to what Seokjin was uncovering within his dream. 


"Seokjin, we didn't do that." I say, trying to wake the man up, nicely. I 
really shouldn't have done that... 


"Namjoon?" The way he practically moaned my name made me feel twice 
as awkward, and the doctor just pretended to be signing a paper in his 
clipboard when he was actually silently eavesdropping on my conversation 
with the man. 


"Hhh..."" My worry returned as a pained expression appeared on Seokjin's 
face. I quickly attended the man, asking him if he was okay. 


"Hurts." He scrunched his toes up, curling into a ball. 


"Seokjin, wake up." I asked him with a caring tone of voice to not startle 
him, but the doctor wasn't as patient as I was and started to tap on Seokjin's 
arm. He was gentle, but I was just worried about how Seokjin would react 
to being woken up by him. 


"Dr. Kim." Seokjin wrapped his arms around the doctor's neck, bringing 
him closer to his lips. I quickly retreated from him, waking him up. 


I then bit the inside of my cheeks out of secondhand embarrassment thanks 
to Seokjin. 


"Good. He's awake. Seokjin, do you know where you are?" Seokjin nodded, 
fully awake. 


"Are you okay?" I cut in. He nodded at me, and looked at the other man. 


"T need to run a few tests on him in here, could you wait outside? It'll take 
about five to ten minutes. I just need to examine him to make sure it's safe 
enough for him to be released from the hospital." I agree with the doctor, 
leaving him alone. 


I don't care if I have to wait five or ten minutes longer, as long as Seokjin is 
in good condition to leave, then I'll wait however long I have to. 
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Namjoon began to wonder what type of tests that man was running on 
Seokjin, because normally, a regular doctor would just send their patients 
home with a prescription of iron pills. But since Seokjin already had them, 
this made Namjoon feel curious as to what the doctor needed from him and 
why it was taking them so long. 


"He said five to ten minutes, It's almost been an hour..." He saw Seokjin 
walking towards him. This made Namjoon forget all about his worries. 


"He's good to go. Take care, Seokjin." The friendly looking doctor smiled at 
the two before heading back to his office. Namjoon smiled back, but 
Seokjin didn't. 


"How do you feel?" Seokjin cocked his head up at the doctor and just 
nodded. Namjoon placed his arm around the man and walked out of the 
hospital. 


"You are a hero, Seokjin. Thank you for helping my brother... I know you 
don't enjoy being around him anymore. And believe me, I don't either. But 
sincerely, thank you." Namjoon thanked the man while he started the 
ignition of his car. 


Seokjin nodded once again, and kept himself quiet throughout the entire 
drive back to the apartment. 


Namjoon unlocked the door, placing his keys inside of his jacket. He didn't 
realize when the man had already gotten inside of the house, as he was busy 
putting his shoes in the entrance. He jiggled his keys inside of his pocket 
and put them away. 


"Hey, Seokjin? Where are you going?" The man almost passed by him from 
how fast he was walking. Namjoon stood there next to him, raising an 
eyebrow. 


"To brush my teeth." That comment of his made Namjoon giggle. 


"But you haven't eaten anything yet. Why are you going to brush your 
teeth?" Seokjin just 
stared at Namjoon. 


"My throat hurts from the breathing tube. And I want to get the taste of 
anesthesia out of my mouth." His legs were going weak from how dizzy he 
felt. Namjoon was able to catch Seokjin in the air. 


"You can brush them tomorrow when the effect of the anesthesia wears off. 
I don't want you to fall and get hurt again, my love." He pecked Seokjin on 
the lips while helping the man get upstairs. 


~two days later~ 


It's been two days since Seokjin and Joowon's blood transfusion. Joowon 
was doing better 

even though he was still in jail after being discharged from the hospital. 
Now he is under a stronger security watch. Seokjin however, his mood 
hasn't changed since that day. 


He's only gotten stranger. Namjoon notices how the man avoids kissing him 
in the mouth 

at all times, how he constantly keeps brushing his teeth in between each 
meal, if not more times than that, and that he just wants to be alone lately. 


Namjoon thought that his throat was still unwell from the breathing tube, it 
must have injured his throat a lot for him to be acting this way. So the 
doctor thought that it would be a good idea to give Seokjin a sweet treat to 
help cure his sore throat: Ice cream. 


"Seokjin, I bought you these popsicles to help ease your sore throat, 
sweetheart. Here, have one." 


"Thank you." Seokjin took the popsicle in his hand, thanking the doctor. 
Namjoon unwrapped his and started to enjoy the taste of the fruity popsicle, 
alongside Seokjin. 


Everything seemed to be going so well. They were just watching TV, 
relaxed on the couch. 


Seokjin was lying down in Namjoon's arms enjoying his ice cream when he 
saw that the ice cream was starting to melt and drip out of his mouth and 
onto his hands. It tasted delicious, but the man started to gag. 


His eyes were watering from the same gag-reflexes. He excused himself to 
make his way to the bathroom. 


"Seokjin, are you okay!" Namjoon yelled from the living room. When he 
heard noises from the bathroom, he went to see if the man was okay. 


The bathroom door was closed, but not locked. He didn't want to barge in, 
but he heard Seokjin throwing up and got worried. It wasn't the first time he 
had done this. Yesterday when he had gotten corn dogs with cheese for him 
and the man to snack on, the cheese was melting halfway and Seokjin 
Started to gag, then out of nowhere, he got up and ran to the bathroom. 


Namjoon didn't hear him throwing up, so he thought that he just had to use 
the toilet or something, but now that he was seeing the man hunched over 
the toilet bowl meant that Seokjin was feeling sick. 


He rushed to his side, leaning next to him and rubbing his back to comfort 
him while he finished. 


"What happened?" The doctor cautiously asked. Seokjin didn't respond to 
him, he just looked at him. 


"Maybe you got a virus in the hospital when you were in the recovery 
room. I think we should go back today in case you start to feel worse." But 
Seokjin disagreed. 


"No. Don't. That really isn't necessary, sir." It was almost as if the man was 
silently screaming at Namjoon to not take him back to the hospital. 
Namjoon helped him stand up from the floor and gave him a glass of water 
for him to hydrate himself and restore the amount of liquid he wasted when 
throwing up. 


Seokjin's hands were shaking as he tried to grab the glass of water. He 
nearly spilled it all over himself. 


"Seokjin, I've noticed that you usually gag or throw up when you're eating. I 
highly doubt that the cause of your queasiness is because of the breathing 
tube, since most patients usually recover after a few days and are able to eat 
just fine. I have a feeling that you have something else." Seokjin gulped, 
and Namjoon knew for sure that something else was wrong with him. 


"Do you have a urine infection?" His questions were a little invasive and 
TMI, but he was a doctor and he needed to know what was bothering his 
patients. Especially if it was Seokjin. 


Seokjin lowered his head. 


"Seokjin, let me ask you something," The doctor folded his hands together, 
placing them on the table. "What type of tests did the doctor preform on 
you?" Seokjin answered the basics, such as, the doctor listened to his 
heartbeat with his stethoscope, the doctor checked his blood pressure, his 
temperature, he checked his eyesight, ect. 


"Oh, alright then. Your throat must be sensitive because of the anesthesia, 
and because of the breathing tube then." The doctor said, not asking any 
further questions. He felt very relieved in knowing what happened to 
Seokjin in the recovery room. 


"Yeah, it was probably because of him." The man mindlessly blurted out 
loud, acting normal. 


"Him?" Namjoon saw Seokjin stand up from the table. 


"The breathing tube, I mean." He turned his face away when Namjoon got 
near him. 


"You said him." The man slowly retreated from the table but Namjoon 
wouldn't allow him to leave until he found out what was wrong with him. 


"Tell me the truth, Seokjin. What really happened in the recovery room..." 
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Seokjin was breathing faster. He didn't want to tell Namjoon anything. He 
didn't want to remember anything. But he couldn't help but remember 
everything that he went through 

in the recovery room. 


~Flashback~ 


Seokjin saw Namjoon leave. He was still lying down in the bed, wearing 
the hospital gown. He was very dozed off, but more awake now. Enough to 
see the doctor who had woken him up. The guy was standing beside him. 


"Why don't I try helping you get up to help you get dressed?" He suggested. 
Seokjin nodded. After he helped him get dressed, he lightly grabbed 
Seokjin's shoulder. 


"T have to run a few tests on you before you leave, just to make sure you're 
okay to go home, alright?" Seokjin agreed. He sat back down on the 
hospital bed and allowed the man to examine his body. 


He noticed how much the guy kept staring at his lips. His hands were cold 
as he felt around his stomach. 


The man began to think a few of these physical searches were unnecessary 
as the doctor continued to explore around his body, searching his throat 
with a wooden tongue depressor. It really didn't help with the amount of 
dryness and pain he already had inside of it because of the breathing tube. 


"Do you feel any pain anywhere?" 


"Just my throat. It feels sore." Seokjin shyly spoke. The doctor pretended to 
note something down, then he turned around and continued to examine him. 


When he finished doing the check up on Seokjin, it had only been five 
minutes. Exactly how long he had told Namjoon that he would take to 


examine Seokjin, but that wasn't the real reason as to why he took so long. 
No. This doctor had other plans for the patient. 


"Excuse me, but... What are you doing, doctor?" Seokjin saw the man unzip 
his pants. 


"Don't say anything." He smiled, bringing Seokjin's head towards his 
member. Seokjin was about to run away, but the effects of the anesthesia 
wouldn't let him. His body went limp and all he could do was stay 
paralyzed. 


"Good boy." Seokjin was confused, in pain from his jaw to the back of his 
throat as a burning sensation started to sizzle inside of him when the guy 
ejaculated into his mouth. 


He pulled Seokjin's head away from his member and quickly zipped his 
pants up. Seokjin 

felt disgusted, but his mind wasn't cooperating with his body at the moment 
from how drugged he felt. The guy cleaned Seokjin's face and readjusted 
his clothes, not leaving any 

stains on it. 


A satisfied smirk was showing up on his face as he left the recovery room 
with Seokjin. 


"Why me..." Seokjin tilted his head up, facing Namjoon. 
"Um- I'm sorry, sir. I was just daydreaming." His voice was quiet. Namjoon 
couldn't stand the mystery anymore, he had to know what was going on 


with Seokjin. 


"What happened in the recovery room, Seokjin." He couldn't hold back on 
telling Namjoon the truth, but he didn't know how to explain it to him. 


When Namjoon found out, he slammed his fist against the table. 


"What the fuck is wrong with people! Seokjin you should have told me this 
yesterday, why did you hide this from me?" The doctor frightened Seokjin 

with his vulgar language, 

yet nothing scared him more than the thought of going back to the hospital 
and encountering that man again. 


"T couldn't do anything, Namjoon. I was still drugged and that man took 
advantage of me. 

Can we please just forget this happened? I don't want to remember it 
anymore..." Seokjin got up from the table and started to walk away. 


"Where are you going?" 


"To lie down. I'm tired." Namjoon appeared behind Seokjin in a matter of 
seconds. He didn't know what to tell him, but Seokjin knew what he was 
trying to say. 


"T'll be okay, Dr. Kim." When Namjoon held his arms open, Seokjin 
immediately wrapped his arms around the doctor's waist. 


"I'm so sorry. I failed in protecting you again." Namjoon felt beyond guilty. 
The man reassured him that he didn't have to feel guilt. It wasn't his fault, 
after all. 


Namjoon became the only person Seokjin trusted. He's never hurt him 
physically, or mistreated him in any way. Seokjin loved Namjoon more than 
ever. He valued the doctor so much. 


He was so caring and passionate. What more could Seokjin ask for in a 
lover? Although, looking back at it now, he kind of started to miss being a 
vampire. He doesn't exactly know why, but something inside of him just 
misses that feeling. 


If he would have still been a vampire, then maybe he could have protected 
himself against the doctor who forced him to do something he didn't want 
him to do in the recovery room. 


If he would have still been a vampire, maybe Seokjin could be less 
vulnerable. His feelings for the darkness never left him, however. But still, 
on the other hand he was happy that he could have human emotions as well. 
He was happy either way. 


~a few months later~ 


Halloween was approaching and Namjoon had been invited to a costume 
party. It was mainly for adults and the doctor wasn't sure if he wanted to go 
or not. 


"It sounds fun. You should go, sir. You haven't been out of this apartment to 
any type of activity in a while. You deserve to go out." Seokjin was trying 
to convince Namjoon on going to the costume party, but the doctor still 
wasn't sure. 


"I don't know. What should I even dress up as?" An idea suddenly popped 
up into Seokjin's head. 


"A vampire. Go dressed as a vampire." The doctor seemed to really like the 
idea of going as a Vampire to the Halloween party. He can tell that Seokjin 
also enjoyed that idea. 


So he agreed. 


"Alright, but you're coming with me to the party. We can both dress up, 
okay?" 


"Okay." 


Later that day, Namjoon told Seokjin that he was going to get a haircut and 
that he wouldn't take long at the barber shop. While he was out, Seokjin 
called Hoseok and told him what type of stores sell Halloween costumes 
and he took him to one. 


When they were in the car, Seokjin felt happy. Hoseok was always such a 
sweet and caring friend, he was very respectful and funny at the same time. 
He liked to spend time with him. 


They both got down from the car and went to a store called Party City. 
Hoseok was also looking for a costume. He wasn't going to the same party, 
but a different event of Halloween also came up in Yoongi's job, so he was 
going to accompany him. 


"What are you going to dress up as, Seokjin?" The guy asked, looking at a 
Halloween prop 

next to the costume aisle. Seokjin held up a costume inside of a plastic bag 
and Hoseok fell in love with the idea. 


"This is perfect! Go try it on, I'll be around here trying to find a cop 
costume." 


The man walked around the store looking for the fitting rooms. When he 
made his way towards them, he went inside and came back out with a 
smile. 


"Namjoon is going to love this."" He went back to where Hoseok was as 
soon as he finished putting his clothes back on and putting the costume 
back in the plastic bag. 


"Did it fit you well?" Hoseok asked. 
"It did. I like it very much." Seokjin replied, smiling. 


"Ohh, now that's a happy smile. I bet Namjoon would like it too since he is 
a doctor." The younger man had found a cop costume for him while talking 
to Seokjin. 


"That's why I wanted to wear it... But don't tell him anything, alright? I 
want it to be a surprise for him." Hoseok promised that he wouldn't tell. He 
wasn't going to show Yoongi his cop costume either. The men both agreed 
on surprising their lovers at their individual Halloween events this evening. 


When they paid for their items, they left the store. Seokjin thanked Hoseok 
after the guy dropped him off in the apartment, then he went upstairs to find 
Namjoon. 


"Good afternoon, Handsome." 
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Seokjin leaned in to hug Namjoon, gently, when the doctor pushed him 
away almost immediately, startling him. 


"No!" He avoided the man, leaving him confused. 


"T have hairs all over me from the barbershop. I don't want to get them on 
your clothes too, sweetheart." The man sighed in relief and shrugged. 


"Alright." He headed upstairs, leaving Namjoon to clean off the rest of the 
hair he had on himself. 


When Seokjin opened the door, he found something in the room that made 
him practically scream with excitement. 


"What?!" His eyes glisten with joy as he ran over to the bed. Namjoon 
appeared behind him after a while, smiling softly. 


"Just a little g..." In attempt to try finishing his sentence, Namjoon was 
caught off guard when Seokjin hugged him tightly, repeating the words 
"thank you!" over and over again. 


"But I thought you said this was bad for me to wear." He frowned. Namjoon 
recalls telling 

Seokjin those same words yesterday while they were in a mall. The store 
they were in had a selection of clothes that was not so suitable to wear in 
public, and unfortunately it was the only type of clothing style Seokjin had 
been immediately drawn to. 


~flashback~ 


"Dr. kim, do you like this?" Namjoon was minding his business, looking 
through the fake vampire fangs he could use for his costume when Seokjin 


showed up next to him holding 

a very explicit outfit in his hand. When the man took a second glance at 
what Seokjin had 

in his hands, he placed the fangs down and stared at the items in the other's 
hands. 


The items contained a harness hooked onto a white shirt, a choker, and 
really tight pantyhose with an odd shape right in between them, as if 
something had to fill it in and Namjoon knew exactly what it was. Namjoon 
also knows that Seokjin had wandered off to the wrong clothing section. 


He had picked up these peculiar looking items directly out of the adult 
section. Although Seokjin was an adult, the man was very mindless about a 
few things that Namjoon could 

understand. Which is why he didn't quite understand what any of the items 
were for... Especially not the sweet treat he was holding with his left hand. 


"Seokjin, this clothes isn't appropriate for you to wear to a Halloween 
party." Seokjin felt as if he was being scolded by his parents. He was almost 
mad at Namjoon for it. It's as if everything Seokjin likes to wear is a 
prohibited thing. Sadly, what the man didn't understand was that Namjoon 
was trying to keep his sanity and his image innocent and classy so he 
wouldn't be judged by anyone and liked by people. 


"And what's this?" Namjoon asked about the candy Seokjin had in his hand 
even though he knew that it was a dildo, he just wanted to see what the man 
thought it was. 


"It's candy, see? It even says Dildo Lollipop... What flavor is Dildo, 
Joonie?" Namjoon covered his face, hitting himself with his own palms. 


"What do you think it looks like, Seokjin? Dildo isn't a flavor, it's a thing. A 
thing you have..." He felt his face was heating up with embarrassment while 
watching all of the people walking around them. He heard a few teenagers 
laughing. 


"Keep walking or I'll tell your parents you were in here." It turns out that 
the teenagers were actually Namjoon's nephews. They scurried along, not 


wanting to get caught. 


"A thing I have? Ohhh... Oh no." Namjoon shook his head, thinking Seokjin 
had finally figured it out. 


"I'm sorry, I didn't realize what it was until I picked it up. I'll go put it 
back." Seokjin's face was burning up. 


Before they left, Namjoon told Seokjin to wait in the car because he had 
forgotten his phone inside of the store. In reality, the doctor went back to 
buy the inappropriate clothes and even the candy Seokjin had picked up. 
Although it wasn't appropriate to wear these things outside, who says 
Seokjin has to? Namjoon paid for the items, staring at them as the cashier 
bagged them. The cashier seems to have seen weirder purchases before 
because he didn't even look twice at Namjoon for buying all of these adult 
items, and even told him to enjoy the rest of his afternoon when he left. 


Namjoon opened the trunk of his car and stored the shopping bag away for 
Seokjin to not see. 
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Now, Seokjin was overwhelmed with happiness as he looked at each and 
every item. He still couldn't see what was so bad about wearing this type of 
clothing in public. He found the styles very similar to the ones in 
Cyberpunk, but with more sensuality. 


"I'm going to shower these hairs off of me before I get them all over the 
bed. Enjoy your things, baby." 


"Thank you!" Seokjin felt butterflies in his stomach whenever the doctor 
would randomly 

refer to him with a pet name. He loved to be adored. While he went to 
shower, Seokjin almost ripped his clothes off just to try the new outfits on. 


But first he stored away his costume so he wouldn't spoil it for Namjoon. 
As he began to try on the pieces of clothing, he started off by putting on a 
cute looking choker with spikes all over it. Then he stayed frozen in his 


underwear for a while trying to think of which pants to put on. When he 
was halfway done with his outfit, he heard the water had stopped running in 
the shower meaning that Namjoon was about to come out of the bathroom. 


Namjoon took a while more in the bathroom to make sure his haircut 
looked good from every angle, giving Seokjin more than enough time to 
figure out his entire outfit. 


"Oh man, I forgot." 


When he was out, the doctor groaned as he went upstairs. He had forgotten 
to get clothes for him to put on after he showered. His body felt cold from 
the transition of the hot shower to the cold hallway outside of the bathroom. 


He quickly made his way upstairs to the room, opening the door to find 
Seokjin wearing 
the spikey choker. 


Just the choker. 


The rest of his clothes were nonexistent on his body, only his boxers were 
on him. 

"I forgot my clothes." Namjoon grabbed the pile of folded clothes he had 
left on his dresser so fast that he didn't even notice Seokjin was nude. 


"Dr. Kim! Which one should I try on first: The ripped jeans with this shirt, 
or the shorts with the harness?" Namjoon chose the second option, then 
went back downstairs to put his towel back in the bathroom. 


"T picked the second option without paying attention to Seokjin from how 
rushed I was to go back downstairs. I wonder what he decided to wear in 
the end. The choker looked cute on him." Namjoon smiled, making his way 
upstairs to see what the man was up to. 


When he opened the door, he saw Seokjin standing near the entrance. It 
seems like he was about to go downstairs to show the doctor the outfit. 


"You were right, Dr. Kim, this harness looks great with the shorts. What do 
you think?" Namjoon stared at Seokjin. Then collapsed. 


"Namjoon! What's wrong? Should I call the ambulance?!" The older male 
held Namjoon in his lap as he started to regain his conscience. 


The doctor literally fainted from the way Seokjin looked. 
"The shorts..." Namjoon mumbled. Seokjin got closer. 


"They look short." He said. Seokjin grabbed a hand fan that was nearby him 
and started to wave it around to provide the young doctor with air. 


"Doctor Kim, I think you might have a fever." The man told Namjoon when 
he felt his forehead. He was burning up. 


"I'm okay. I'm totally fine." The doctor stuttered, getting up. 


"Did you... Not like the outfit?" Seokjin sighed. Namjoon immediately 
praised the man and explained to him that the outfit took him by surprise. 
He has never seen Seokjin wearing anything that exposed this much skin. 
Not even the ripped jeans he wore last time showed the same amount of 
skin on him as the clothes he has on now. 


When he bought these clothes for Seokjin, he never imagined that it would 
look this way on him. 


"It looks so... So..." Unable to come up with anything to say, Namjoon saw 
Seokjin become more ashamed. 


He had to think of something to say before he would worsen the situation. 
Out of nowhere, the man surprised him when he posed in the clothes with a 
very innocent look on his face. 


"Does it not look cute on me, sir?" Namjoon tensed up even more, feeling 
sweat beads starting to form around his forehead. 


"You look more than cute wearing this, Seokjin." Seokjin's mood 
brightened up by hearing those words from the doctor. 


"Where are you going?" He asked, wondering why Namjoon had turned 
around. 


"To take a shower." The young doctor quietly said. 
"Again?" Seokjin was confused. 


"A cold shower." Only when Namjoon was halfway downstairs was that 
Seokjin was able to uncover the meaning of "Cold shower", he remembered 
learning about if the day he saw the dirty jokes on Namjoon's computer. 


He started to laugh. 


"A shower won't take it away, Namjoon!" He yelled from upstairs. 
Namjoon held back on twisting the doorknob of the bathroom door. Instead, 
he went back to the room. Seokjin was lying down on the bed, waving at 
him. 


"But I can." Namjoon could have solved the solution by getting rid of his 
pain in the shower, but once he saw Seokjin again, he changed his mind. He 
wanted to stay with him instead. 


Without saying a word, the doctor gave in and started to strip himself in 
front of Seokjin. 


He saw that the man was desperate as well, which ended up turning him in 
more than he already was. The way he was changing the position he was 
lying on only worsened his thoughts. 


Now, Seokjin was more turned on than Namjoon was. He couldn't help but 
stare at the doctor's body. His smooth, honey skin was so perfect. His legs 
were strong, yet slim at the same time. The look in his eyes when they were 
dilated with lust. 


"Seokjin, watch out." Namjoon pointed at the man, warning him that he was 
near the edge of the bed. 


But he had a feeling that wasn't the only 'edge' he was going to be on. When 
he readjusted himself, his shorts folded in, exposing his butt cheeks. 


Namjoon stared at Seokjin for a while, taking in his body and how tight 
those shorts framed his round bottom. 


Seokjin got up to bring the doctor to bed with him. They started off calm, 
but eventually things got heated up within their kisses and the amount of 
skin arousing each other's bodies ignited their passion and sent them to 
another dimension. 


Seokjin's eyes hypnotized Namjoon for a slight moment, making him stop 
kissing the man. 


"What happened?" The man asked, standing on his knees in the bed, half 
naked. 


"No, nothing... Look at me for a minute." Namjoon stared at Seokjin for a 
while. 


"T must be imagining things." Shaking the thoughts out of his head, 
Namjoon continued to 

please the man, navigating his mouth throughout his entire body from his 
waist to his neck, stopping there to suck on it to mark his territory. 


Despite the strange encounter Namjoon had earlier with Seokjin's vision, he 
forgot all about it in a matter of seconds. The brown haired male was doing 
more than just grinding against him, seeking friction. He was returning the 
favor by giving Namjoon love bites. His kisses were soft, his teeth were 
sharp, and his bites were rough. 


Wait... Rough? 


"Seokjin.. Mmh... B-baby?" Namjoon was moaning, gripping onto Seokjin's 
tight ass one minute, then the next thing he knew, he was in pain. A pain 
he's experienced 

before. 


The man opened his mouth, giving Namjoon a chance to open his eyes and 
see his face. 


From his perspective, Seokjin was still perfectly normal. Then again, just as 
Seokjin pulled away from Namjoon's neck, the doctor saw when he got up 
to turn the lights off. Therefore, he could no longer see Seokjin's face since 
the room was completely dark. 


"Why did you turn the lights off?" He asked. 


"So no one sees." Namjoon's eyes widened at Seokjin's response. So no one 
sees what, exactly? What was the man planning on doing? 


Nonetheless, the doctor gave in and allowed Seokjin to do as he pleased. 
Their hands wandered around each other's bodies. Namjoon noticed how 
Seokjin continued to whimper even though they weren't doing anything at 
all. 


"Are you okay?" Namjoon got up from the bed. 
"I'm going to turn the lights back on, okay?" 


"NO." Seokjin's sudden shout intimidated Namjoon. The man immediately 
got down from the bed and pulled Namjoon back to where he was before. 


The doctor had many questions running through his mind, and some of 
which he didn't want to believe. 


"Shut up. Just stop over thinking things, there's no way." He blocked his 
thoughts away by running his hands through Seokjin's hair as he thrusted 
into him. 


Seokjin was acting very naughty tonight. His curse words and sinful audible 
moans weren't the only things he did that night, as he usually does. He was 
doing things to Namjoon. Saying things to him that he's never told him 
before. 


"Fuck... Agh- Ma... M- more! More!!" He stopped himself from saying a 
very specific word. 

Namjoon might be in control over his body, but he couldn't unmask the 
words he was trying to say. 


The man was growling, trying to avoid releasing. Once he did, he rode off 
his orgasm. Something Seokjin was and still IS too weak to do. His stamina 
levels were very low due to his anemia. It was 11:00 P.M. by the time they 
started with their shenanigans, now it's 1:00 A.M. The doctor was 
exhausted, but Seokjin wasn't. He was the complete opposite. 


"Come on! Let's go again!" Seokjin's voice was different than before. It was 
louder, and more demanding. 


"I'm tired. Maybe tomorrow, okay?" Namjoon put his clothes back on and 
peppered kisses all over Seokjin's lips and face. The man was happy, but not 
as satisfied as Namjoon thought he was. He hasn't exceeded his limit yet, 
and soon began to grow an erection. 


The doctor was already asleep, peacefully. He always enjoyed to cuddle 
Seokjin at night, holding him closely to his chest, wrapping his arms around 
the man. Seokjin enjoyed the affection as well, and the feeling of being safe 
in the doctor's embrace. This time, however, the man was not having any of 
it. 


He kept on tossing and turning around in bed, unable to sleep. 


On top of his restless mind, the man was hot. He lifted the covers off of 
him, but that wasn't enough. He still felt heated. So he took his shirt off. 
Followed by his pants. He ended up without clothes, and still felt uneasy. 


With all of the ruckus he created, the doctor woke up. His eyes were 
squinting at Seokjin, focusing on him as he turned the light on. The 
brightness didn't let him see from how sleepy he felt. While his vision 
cleared up, he noticed that the man had the bedsheets over him like a 
mummy. 


"Seokjin, I know it's October, but are you really that cold- What's this doing 
on the floor?" 
He found Seokjin's clothes were on the side of the bed. 


"Hey, what's wrong? You look sick. Do you have a fever?" The man was 
acting very strange all of a sudden. His cheeks were red, his forehead was 


burning up, his body was cold, and his behavior wasn't the best either. 


"I'm fine, Dr. Kim." He hid his body immediately after the doctor exposed it 
by taking the bedsheets off of him. 


"If you feel sick, tell me, okay?" He gave Namjoon a quick nod, then put 
his clothes back on, embarrassed and still heated up. 


"He's alright, Namjoon. He just needs rest. We did too much tonight." 
Namjoon spoke to himself in third person. 


They fell asleep, but Seokjin didn't cuddle up with the doctor for the rest of 
the night. 


NNSs 


105 + 


Seokjin's POV: 


I closed my eyes many times, in hopes of getting sleep. The problem wasn't 
the night, however. The real problem was me. My body was telling me to 
get rid of my pain, so I did. I went to the bathroom and eliminated the 
erection that had formed inside of me. Namjoon was right, I do end up very 
tired after making love. Especially with the weakness my body carries 
within caused by the low blood cell levels in it. 


However, tonight, I'm not tired. I feel wide awake and energized. Instead of 
losing energy, I'm gaining it. And I'm also gaining nausea. 


Panicking, I turn myself away from the sink and run over towards the toilet, 
immediately lifting up the lid. 


"Not good. This is not a good sign." I bow my head over the toilet bowl and 
start to throw up. The thoughts of the food I've previously eaten, the huge 
amounts I consumed when I first told Namjoon I had become human were 
spinning around in my head. The putrid smells were roaming all over me 
even though they weren't physically there. I begin to gag again just by 
thinking about it. 


What did I do to myself? What was I thinking? So much was happening to 
me right now: I was wiping my lips and I cut myself with my own teeth. 
Why do I have such a sharp pain in my jaw, and inside of my mouth? 


I was throwing up for a while, until my stomach didn't have anything left 
inside of it, except for hunger and thirst. 


This time, I don't desire to eat food. I make my way out of the bathroom 
after cleaning everything up inside of it, and washing my hands thoroughly, 
I then headed towards the kitchen, not wanting to cooperate with the 
messages that my stomach and thoughts were sending to my head. 


In the end, I decided to go back to sleep but on the couch. Perhaps all my 
body needed was rest. "Everything is fine," I kept telling myself. I thought 
that going to sleep would help my body recover from the lack of sleep I 
experienced last night. 


Because if I'm honest, I didn't get any sleep at all last night. I don't 
understand why, but I just couldn't sleep at all. 


As I rest my body on the couch, my head started rotating. My vision 
suddenly got blurred and the next thing I knew, I passed out. 
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"Seokjin, do you feel alright?" Seokjin's eyes slowly fluttered open, 
revealing a worried looking Namjoon. The doctor had woken up and 
wondered where Seokjin had gone this morning when he didn't find him on 
his bedside. 


He got up to search for him and got scared when he saw that the man wasn't 
in the bathroom, or the kitchen, or almost anywhere else in the apartment. 
When he made his way to the living room, he found the man sleeping on 
the couch. He stayed by his side for about an hour. The man kept tossing 
and turning many times. Luckily, Namjoon was there with him to make sure 
he didn't fall off of the couch. 


The doctor grew curious as to why Seokjin was breathing so heavily in his 
sleep, why he was sweating, and why he kept shifting from side to side as if 
he was having a nightmare. Despite the man being completely normal now, 
seeing him acting so violent in his sleep, Namjoon started thinking if he 
was still human. Especially since he had gotten that oddly strange vision of 
Seokjin. Of course, Namjoon knew that couldn't be true, because Seokjin 
lost his ability to become a vampire. He was free now. 


But being so "freed", the doctor often wonders if Seokjin really enjoys the 
freedom he has in his hands now, or if he ever misses being his unique 
form. 


Now that Seokjin had woken up, he thought he would have the chance to 
ask him that same question, but he didn't get to since the man started to 
complain about having a headache. 


"My head hurts, and everything is spinning." His voice was low. Very low. 
The man almost sounded aggressive, adding in the deep grunts that were 
coming out of his mouth as he readjusted his body on the couch. 


"Have you eaten anything yet?" Namjoon got up when the man responded 
"no." 

"T'll go make you something so you could take a pill for your headache. 
Stay here so you won't get more dizzy." Before leaving, however, 
"Namjoon..." The doctor turned back around to face Seokjin when he heard 
him call out his name. 


"T don't really have an appetite at the moment. May I just consume the pill 
alone instead?" His response left Namjoon shaking his head. 


"No, you can't drink this pill on an empty stomach. It will affect your 
intestines badly and cause you pain in your stomach. You need to eat 
something in order to take any type of medication." Namjoon grabbed 
Seokjin's hands, smiling. 


"Why don't you desire anything to eat? Are you getting sick?" The doctor's 
question was answered as soon as he realized how cold Seokjin was. The 
smile disappeared on his face and turned into a frown. 


"Your hands are freezing." He touched Seokjin's forehead and took his 
temperature. The temperature was below average. The man barely had any 
heat inside of him. 


He suggested taking Seokjin to the hospital so they could examine him, but 
the man immediately declined it. His fear of hospitals had grown stronger 
than before. 


"I'm going to use the restroom for one minute." 


"Will you be okay on your own? What if you get dizzy?" Despite 
Namjoon's warnings, Seokjin declined the help of the young doctor, 
insisting that he could go on his own. 


When he got inside on the bathroom and closed the door behind him, he 
splashed water on his face. 


"What is this... What's happening to me? My hair is brown again and so are 
my eyes." Even the color of his skin was the same as yesterday and not as 
pale as it was this morning. Seokjin didn't understand anything, but he knew 
now that he still possessed the power to be a vampire. He wasn't sure what 
to do with this information about himself, but he wasn't upset about it. 


He was actually happy deep down on the inside. The man quickly washed 
his face to focus on the mirror in front of him. He could still see his 
reflection, meaning that he was still human. 


Namjoon was waiting for him in the living room. 


"Seokjin, I was thinking... Maybe going to this Halloween party isn't such a 
good idea." Seokjin was surprised at Namjoon's words. 


"Sir, if this is because of me, don't worry. I can always stay home. But you 
should go and enjoy yourself for a while." 


"No." Namjoon responded to him. "Not without you. If you don't go, then 
neither will I." 


So the two sat down to discuss whether or not they should really go to that 
Halloween event, head to some place else, or simply stay home watching a 
horror movie. 


But what Seokjin really thought about was how excited Namjoon was the 
first time he dressed up as a Vampire when he was trying on the costume. 
He himself wanted to show Namjoon what his Doctor costume looked like 
on him, so, after a few minutes into the conversation, Seokjin convinced 
Namjoon that he wanted to go to the costume party. 


"If anything, we could always come back home at any time you wish to 
leave. We could arrive by 5:00 P.M. and leave around 7:00, or even 6:30 
P.M. Okay?" The doctor knew that was a very short amount of time to stay 
at the Halloween event, but he didn't mind it. He wasn't that fond of 
partying either, so leaving soon was no problem for him at all. The sooner 
the better. 


Seokjin had actually been looking forward to the Halloween party. He 
wasn't feeling weak 

anymore, and his biggest motivation was seeing how everything would turn 
out when him and the doctor switch roles and become each other for the 
night. 


"Should I put my costume on now?" That question made Namjoon laugh. 


"Don't you think that it's a little bit too early to wear the costume now? Oh, 
by the way, what does the costume look like? You haven't showed it to me 
yet." Seokjin's eyes lit up. 


"What was that grin for?" Namjoon started to tease the man, seeing how 
suspicious he was acting. 


"Hmm? Is someone smiling?" 


"Maybe..."" Namjoon pulled Seokjin's waist towards him, tickling his 
ribcage. Seokjin tilted his head back from moving so much. 


"Aha! Mercy, mercy! Dr. Kim!" The doctor peppered the man with kisses. 
The man wrapped his arms around Namjoon's neck. 


There, they stayed for a while. No movement, no sound, and no talking. In 
that moment, they decided to enjoy themselves for a while and give each 
other affection. 


"Are you ready for tonight?" 


"Ready as ever." Seokjin replied, smirking. 
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Seokjin was determined to go to that Halloween party, in spite of his minor 
setbacks. Namjoon was okay with going as long as Seokjin was feeling 
alright. He started to get dressed in a different room because both he and the 
man agreed on surprising each other after they were done with their 
complete transformation of their costumes. 


The older man felt better than before, which is what held Namjoon back on 
staying home 

and not going to the party. Although, deep down inside, that wasn't the only 
reason the doctor had in mind that was holding him back. Now, Namjoon 
hasn't told Seokjin anything because he thought it was unnecessary and that 
it would just go away on its own, but ever since this morning when he woke 
up, something in his body felt off. 


His stomach was making him feel discomfort as he was in the bathroom, 
freshening himself up. While he was there, he felt his feet had gone numb, 
and a sensation he knew too well, had returned. This time, it was stronger 
than before. 


Much, much stronger. Almost immediately, the doctor knew something 
wasn't right. He looked around the bathroom and found nothing wrong with 
it, nothing out of order. In fact, it was quite clean and spotless. 


But the thing he sensed wasn't physically within the restroom, it was a 
presence. 


An angered presence that was lingering around the bathroom, causing the 
atmosphere to change drastically. The doctor felt as if he was back in the 
old hospital he used to work at, again. 


He almost couldn't make it out of the bathroom because as he was about to 
take his first step to leave, his feet felt like they were stuck to the floor. His 


blood was thickened and boiling within, keeping him from walking or 
moving at all. 


"What's wrong with me? I must have slept too much last night, maybe that's 
why my bones are so weak and heavy." Ignoring the warnings his body was 
giving him, Namjoon went back outside to find Seokjin sleeping on the 
couch. 


Now, the doctor was currently putting his Halloween costume on. He 
wondered what Seokjin was going to look like dressed up as a doctor. He 
looked at himself in the mirror and was surprised. "Wow, I actually look 
pretty good. And the makeup looks so realistic. I have to show Seokjin to 
see what he thinks-" Namjoon stopped himself from going to the room 
Seokjin was in when he heard his phone ringing from downstairs. 


He made his way down, staring at the timer on his kitchen stove. It was 
3:00 P.M. 


"Hello?" While talking to the person on the other line, Namjoon became too 
distracted to even realize Seokjin was standing next to him for a few 
minutes. 


"Yes, I'm still going. I'm bringing my roommate along with me." Seokjin 
stood behind the doctor, just a few inches away from him to remain 
undetected as he secretly spied on his conversation. 


"The location changed? Really? Where is it going to be now?" This took 
both of the men by surprise. A sudden change in the location of the 
Halloween event was something Namjoon wasn't expecting. Nonetheless, 
he wrote down the address where the event was now going to take place in, 
and hung up. 


"So, the location changed?" Seokjin spoke out of curiosity. Namjoon spun 
around, caught off guard by the man's enchanting looks. 


The man was now face to face with Namjoon, taking in each and every 
single detail of his 
costume. 


"You look spectacular, Seokjin. You really outdid yourself tonight, 
handsome." Namjoon clapped, praising the man. 


"Thank you, Dr. Kim. I can say the same about you. You look completely 
different than your usual self." The man approached Namjoon. "How does it 
feel being me?" Seokjin's seductive whisper was more than enough to give 
Namjoon goosebumps all over his body from head to toe. 


"It's definitely different. These teeth are going to take me a while to get 
used to." The doctor laughs, jokingly. 


"But I'm very satisfied with the way things turned out with our costumes, 
we look great and I'm sure that everybody is going to fall in love with you 
as soon as we get there." The doctor smiled so kindly that his dimples 
deepened within his cheeks and simply tattooed themselves onto him for a 
while. 


Seokjin's cheeks turned a bright red, heating up with what the doctor told 
him. 


Hoseok gave Seokjin a call when he got in the car with Namjoon. 
The man picked his phone up, answering him. 


"Seokjin, are you and Namjoon at your Halloween event yet?" The man 
answered "No" to him, while staring at the clear road ahead of them. 


Namjoon decided to cut into their conversation. 


"There was a change of plans at the last minute, so now we're going to this 
place called Midnight Club, where the event is currently being held at." 
Hoseok gasped. 


"No way? Really? That's where Yoongi and I are headed at right now! We 
can meet each other there." Namjoon was surprised. 


"Wait, but weren't you two headed to a different Halloween event in one of 
your Friend's houses or something like that?" He asked. 


"Oh, no no! You must have misunderstood us. We are headed to an event 
‘hosted' by one of my friends at a place called Midnight Club. He rented 
that place for the night to throw this huge Halloween party." Yoongi spoke. 
As the young doctor continued driving slowly, he encountered a problem. 


"T have to go now, guys. There is such a huge traffic buildup caused by a 
car accident." 


"Bye, Joon. Hey, drive here safely, alright?" Namjoon agreed at Yoongi's 
words while hanging up. 


"Seokjin, take a look through that tiny mirror and tell me if there are any 
cars coming from that way while I see if there's any other way I could 
escape this traffic jam." Namjoon looked around, trying to find a way to get 
into another lane, but every car that was in front of him was doing the same 
thing, denying him the chance to drive away. 


"A lane is clear on this side with barely any cars in it." That lane just so 
happened to be the correct lane Namjoon had to take. 


"Good. Thanks, sweetheart. We would have been stuck in that lane for 
hours." Namjoon switched lanes and started to drive normally. The sun 
shined down on Seokjin's skin and the doctor noticed how much the man 
kept avoiding it. He thought that the sun was just too hot and bright for his 
eyesight and sensitive skin, so the doctor helped shield the sunlight from 
Seokjin's face and body. 


"Thank you." His voice was still the same as this morning, low and almost 
motionless. Namjoon wondered why the man was acting so cold out of 
nowhere. 


"Look, we're here." He unbuckled himself after parking his car somewhere 
near the club. 


The men stepped out of the car, greeting Yoongi and Hoseok who were 
about to head inside of the club. 


"Let's go inside." Namjoon held Seokjin's hand as they entered the club. 
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The club was very bright on the inside. A lot of random strangers had 
different costumes on, and were enjoying the party. Namjoon lost Seokjin 
for a moment when people started greeting him, some of which were his 
patients and some who work with him in the hospital. 


"You look great, Namjoon! Those fangs look so realistic!" Namjoon was 
nodding, barely paying attention to his friend because of how distracted he 
became thanks to Seokjin. Though he was far away, he could see that the 
man was being greeted by a few people as well. 


He eased himself, shaking his bad thoughts away. "Relax. Just relax. This is 
something Seokjin needs. Socializing with others is a good thing for him 
since he rarely goes out and sees people." Namjoon thought. He readjusted 
his vampire cape and walked towards Seokjin after a while of not seeing 
him. 


"Seokjin, are you hungry?" Just as the doctor asked Seokjin a question, 
music started playing and Seokjin couldn't hear what the man had just told 
him. Namjoon tried to explain what he was talking to about to Seokjin a 
few more times, but gave up, defeated by the loud party music. 


"I'm going to get us something to eat!! Wait here, okay?" Namjoon left 
Seokjin in a table that wasn't far from him. He was going to get something 
for both of them to snack on. There was a long line to get to where the food 
was, since there were people who were waiting to get to the candy bar, 
meaning that the doctor was going to be there for a maximum of fifteen 
minutes, or even an hour or so. He wasn't sure how long he would take to 
get back, but he wasn't that worried because he knew that Seokjin was 
nearby. 


"T hope the line starts to move soon..." 


~meanwhile~ 


Seokjin watched as someone took a seat next to him. 
"Hey, what are you dressed as?" The stranger asked. 


"Dr. Kim. And what are you supposed to be." He stared into the person's 
eyes. The guy started to laugh. 


"I'm a character named Jack Frost from a kid's movie. Oh, Dr. Kim? You 
mean Namjoon, right? There are a lot of Doctors with that same last name, 
but I know you're talking about Namjoon because I saw you come in with 
him earlier. Aww, that's cute!" Seokjin raised an eyebrow at the guy. 


"Namjoon is a very admirable man. He's so good at his job, and the best 
when it comes to taking care of his patients. I'm one of his patients, actually. 
Nice to meet you." Seokjin gave the man a handshake, feeling more at ease 
knowing that Namjoon knows who he is. 


"I'm Kim Seokjin, Namjoon's roommate. It's a pleasure to meet you, sir." 
He bowed his head. The guy was amazed at how well mannered Seokjin 
was. 


"The pleasure is all mine. Oh, is that Namjoon over there?" Seokjin turned 
his head and saw Namjoon standing in the line. A line that was barely 
moving. 


"Yes, that is him." 


"Wow, he looks handsome with that costume. I've always had a thing for 
vampires. I love them." Seokjin's eyes widened with curiosity. 


"Why do you find them so interesting?" The man asked him. 


"You see, I used to watch a lot of movies when I was a teenager about 
vampires. I find them so flawless and perfect. They act so rude, so dark, and 
so funny all at the same time, it's hard to tell what their mood is! Like, one 
minute they joke about death and then the next they want to kill you. 
They're so funny and strange!" 


Seokjin frowned at the guy. 


"But that's not true..."" He thought. Namjoon returned right after the guy had 
told Seokjin about his thoughts on vampires. 


"Speaking of vampires, look at you! Dr. Kim, who gave you permission to 
look so hot, huh?!!" The guy laughed, hugging Namjoon. Namjoon hugged 
him back, and looked at Seokjin's face. 


The man was motionless. Completely motionless. He got up and left the 
table. 


"Seokjin, hey! Where are you going?" Namjoon shouted over the loud 
music. 


"T'll be back soon." The man shouted back, slightly less loud. "Just have fun 
with your "patient", and forget about me. No need to worry." Seokjin 
couldn't help himself but to feel jealousy take him over. 


His blood was boiling inside of him. He entered the restrooms to rinse his 
face off with cold water. 


"That man doesn't know anything about Vampires. He has no idea of what 
we really are... I'm not a joking matter. I'm not dark all of the time, I just 
prefer the darkness because the light harms me. And I'm not rude unless I'm 
threatened or when I'm jealous. Very, very jealous." He thought. But 
jealousy wasn't the only thing on Seokjin's mind. When he dried his face 
off, the man turned around when he felt someone tap on his shoulder. 


"Enjoying the party so far?" He turned around to respond to the voice. 


"Yes." He jumped up, immediately after realizing who he had just 
responded to. 


The doctor that had molested him at the hospital was standing right in front 
of him now. 


He didn't say anything else to Seokjin, he just approached him closer. 


"You look so perfect tonight." His compliment felt like knives were digging 
into Seokjin's heart. His legs turned into jelly, as he couldn't move at all. He 


felt sick to his stomach and his chest became heavy instantly. 


"I'm leaving now, goodbye, Doctor." He escaped of the bathroom, feeling 
less stressed out, but his nerves were still active when Hoseok ran into him. 


"Hey, cutie!!" Seokjin held his chest, stopping his tracks. 


"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you!" He forgave Hoseok. He had a small 
talk with the man for a while before excusing himself and heading towards 
Namjoon. 


"Are you okay?" Namjoon asked, staring at Seokjin's pale face. Seokjin 
nodded at the doctor, he didn't want to tell him anything that had just 
happened. He opened the chair he was in before and sat down again. 


"Your food is getting cold. Why don't you try it? It tastes really good." The 
doctor handed him over a few napkins while Seokjin sat up straight in the 
chair, grabbing a fork. 


He made his best effort to eat, but he simply couldn't. His first three bites 
were Okay: he found the food appetizing, but when he was about to reach 
the end, he stopped eating when someone sat down next to him. 


"We were just talking about you, Namjoon! You are kind of like Seokjin's 
role model, aren't you? All he talks about is "Dr. Kim" this. "Dr. Kim" that." 
The man Seokjin encountered earlier in the restroom was now sitting beside 
him and neither Namjoon or him liked him. Not one bit. Namjoon became 
overly protective about the man and wrapped his arm around him. 


"Dr. Kim is a Doctor that he trusts." The shots were fired, but the other 
doctor was ready for a fight and accepted Namjoon's challenge. 


"A young Doctor like you? Please, don't make me laugh. You're still a kid! 
How could he put his trust in such a young doctor, hmm?" He teased. 


Seokjin spoke up to defend Namjoon. 


"He's more of a man than you are. A real Doctor makes sure his patients are 
comfortable and makes the feel better." And Seokjin was right. No real 


doctor like him would ever do something like that to his patients, let alone a 
person he doesn't even know. 


"You seemed perfectly fine to me when you woke up from the blood 
transfusion. In fact, you sounded better than just fine." Hearing this 
nonsense coming out of his mouth was enough for Namjoon to grab 
Seokjin's hand and stand up. 


"Let's go to another table. This one has already been infected with germs." 
They walked away, pushing through the giant crowd of dancing people. 


Namjoon was pissed at that doctor. He would strangle him right in front of 
everyone there to make him see what Seokjin felt when he used him as a 
sex toy in the hospital, but he didn't want to cause a scene and ruin the night 
for everyone, including Seokjin. 


He asked Seokjin if he wanted to leave if he felt uncomfortable, but the man 
shook his head, insisting that he was alright with staying. 


NNSs 


The party went on and the music suddenly cut off as the lights turned on. 


"Everyone, it's time for Halloween activities! Hold onto your witch brooms 
because this game is going to knock you our of your seats. To those of you 
who want to participate in this game, please enter that door." The DJ said. 


Namjoon and Seokjin shrugged. They went inside of the room and took a 
seat like everyone else. 


"Let the games begin! There are 3D glasses underneath your seats, please 
put them on to proceed with the activity, thank you." The lights went out 
again. Everyone put their glasses on and saw everything turn green right 
before their eyes. 


Namjoon screamed when he saw a zombie suddenly pop behind him. 
Seokjin was behind him, laughing to cover up the fact that he got jump 
scared as well by the same zombie. 


"Everyone, stand up and run until you find the exit in the dark." They did as 
they were told. The lovers stayed by each other's side up until they were 
inevitably split up by the swarm of zombies racing towards them. 


Namjoon found the way out, but returned to find Seokjin. "Seokjin! 
Seokjin, it's this way!" 


Seokjin was lying on the floor, getting mobbed by the living dead. His 
anxiety grew, rapidly. He balled his fists, tightly. Namjoon noticed how 
some of the zombies had moved away from Seokjin. 


"What are they doing to him? What's he doing down there?" He made his 
way towards Seokjin, making sure he remembered where the door to the 
exit was before leaving. 


"Wow!! What type of contact lenses does he have on? His eyes just 
glowed!" 


"They WHAT?" Namjoon shouted. The DJ suddenly announced the next 
activity, so they all left the dark room. Seokjin's costume was dismantled. 


"Let's go to the bathroom to fix our costumes." Namjoon said. They headed 
towards the restrooms. 


"Seokjin, what was that guy talking about? Why did he say that your eyes 
glowed? Your irises are still brown." Namjoon's question was something 
that even Seokjin couldn't answer. 


"T don't know. I really don't know what's happening to me." His response 
worried the doctor more than he already was. If Seokjin doesn't know 
what's happening with his own body, then who knows? Seokjin is supposed 
to know everything about himself. 


"Namjoon, I'm going to use the restroom for a moment. Please wait for me 
outside, okay?" He was hesitant at first, but the doctor eventually left with a 
bad feeling lingering in his head. He knew Seokjin was hiding something 
from him, but he just doesn't know what it could be. 


Whatever it is, it's definitely not a good thing. 
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While Namjoon waited outside, Seokjin sighed when he made sure that the 
doctor was nowhere around. He didn't want to make him leave the party just 
because he didn't feel well. His head was spinning again. 


"T shouldn't have let Dr. Kim leave me. I don't feel good at all... The 
lighting in this restroom doesn't allow me to see anything." He closed his 
eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath in. 


The sound of music got louder whenever someone would open the door to 
use the public bathroom Seokjin was in, making the man feel more 
uncomfortable. 


Aside from his dizziness, the man felt more than just that. His symptoms 
escalated to headache and nausea. He leaned his head over the toilet bowl, 
feeling relied after having thrown up. 


His headache went away in a matter of seconds, and his dizziness was 
completely gone. 


"T don't understand. What's happening to me? What..." Seokjin asked 
himself, while drying his hands out. 


Although the man felt very weak at first, he went back outside and the 
lights were turned off again. The darkness allured him further towards the 
dance floor. All of the bodies moving around, enjoying the rhythm of the 
music, the music that he enjoyed was playing track after track, even the 
party lights seemed enjoyable to Seokjin. He felt completely different. 


He's never felt so intrigued with the music. His body started to move on its 
own, automatically inviting itself to the dance floor. Seokjin attracted a lot 
of girls towards him with his handsome looks and dance moves, that were a 
bit sensual at the same time. 


But he didn't end up dancing with a female, for a man walked up next to 
him and held onto his waist. Seokjin swung his arms around the man's neck, 
amazed by his dancing. 


"You didn't tell me you could move your body so smoothly, Dr. Kim." 
Seokjin smiled. 


"Speak for yourself, handsome. You never told me you were so good at 
dancing." The lovers were finally starting to have a good time. Seokjin 
found out that he actually enjoys dancing. The adrenaline rush it gave him 
was the same he felt when making love with Namjoon and the same 
whenever he would become eager to drink blood. 


"Why did that just come to my mind? Seokjin, what are you thinking? 
Forget it. Just forget it and never think about that again." The man thought 
he was losing his mind by thinking such an absurd thing. He was dubbed a 
"Bloodsucker" once, and he refuses to go back to living that life. 


He blocked any thoughts of that crimson substance and turned his attention 
back to Namjoon. The music continued and so did Seokjin. 


"I'm going to sit down, baby! Are you coming with me?" Namjoon shouted 
over the loud music. 


"I'm going to stay a bit longer! Go rest, Dr. Kim! I'll be okay!" With a 
simple peck on his lips, Namjoon left the man to go sit back down at his 
table. A song Seokjin had heard before at Cyberpunk suddenly came on, 
and the man was lost in a trance. He forgot about his physical state and 
proceeded to continue dancing, earning more than just a few glares, this 
time, he earned the spotlight and a new dance partner. 


It was very dark in the party, and Seokjin could only pay attention to the 
loud music and the blinding disco lights along with the fog machine were 
clouding his vision so much that he couldn't see who he was dancing with. 


Judging by the large hands, the face shape, and the silhouette of the person's 
body type, Seokjin can tell that he was dancing with a male. A male who 


was gripping onto his waist the way Namjoon was before he left. He knew 
that the person wasn't Namjoon, but he didn't know who it was. 


It was getting steamy on the dancefloor. So much that Seokjin had to take 
his lab coat off, and place it down on a coat rack. He didn't have that much 
time to even properly place it on the rack when his mysterious dance 
partner pulled him back onto the dance floor. 


The man could have denied his request, but another one of his favorite 
songs started and 

Seokjin let his body take over his mind and control him. And his mind 
wanted to dance this song, so no matter who his dance partner was, Seokjin 
was still going to dance to that song. 


The first song he danced with the mysterious and unknown man went well. 
This time, the male figure was groping Seokjin's butt, and being very 
touchy with the man. Seokjin wasn't abroad and didn't enjoy being touched 
in such ways by the man. 


"Hey, stop that or I'll leave." The man moved his hands up, making Seokjin 
feel a little bit more comfortable. He really couldn't see his face at all 
because the tall male was wearing a Halloween masquerade mask, making 
it harder for Seokjin to know who he was dancing with. 


Right after that song ended, Seokjin retreated from the man, or at least he 
tried to. Just when he was ready to return to his table, the masked man 
grabbed his arm, stopping him from doing so. "Thank you for having this 
dance tonight with me, Seokjin." Seokjin was taken aback. 


"How do you know my name? Have we met before?" The man asked. The 
other slyly wrapped his arms around Seokjin's waist again, smirking. "Take 
a wild guess." He said, while removing his mask to expose his true identity. 


Seokjin's eyes widened. It was Namjoon's enemy, known as his brother, all 
along. 


"Joowon? Where are you taking me?" The man asked, being forced to walk 
outside of the parking lot. 


"Stop. Let go of me!" Seokjin fought against Joowon but it was no use, the 
guy had found a way to tie him down and push him into a van. 


"We have some unfinished business with you, my dear." He place a cold, 
steel knife underneath Seokjin's neck, making the man shiver. 


"We? Who else is here with you?" Joowon opened the van and another 
person stepped inside of it. 


"It's you! What do you want from me, you already did enough to ruin my 
life." Seokjin was angry, and frustrated as he watched the evil doctor step 
into the van. 


"T just want to avenge my beloved brother. That's all." He grabbed Seokjin's 
head, tilting it 
roughly. 


"Look at him! Tell me who he is, or I'll slit your throat right now!" The evil 
man shouted. Seokjin knew that face in the picture that was being held up to 
his face. 


He knew it very well, for it was a face that he's been seeing ever since he 
was locked up in the hospital. 


"Lee Bohwa." 
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Seokjin's POV: 


Responding to the man didn't make him any less aggressive. The minute I 
responded to him, I felt a sizzling pain on my cheek as his palm roughly 
slapped me. I couldn't do anything in that moment but groan at him, 
watching as the man beside him sip an alcoholic beverage as if nothing. 


"You killed him. He's dead because of you! I suspect you must know by 
now that you'll be treated the same way, but you're wrong. I won't 
physically kill you. I'll mentally kill you." He snaked his arms around my 
waist and tightened the ropes around both my wrists and ankles, cutting my 
blood circulation. 


I attempted to escape by banging my head against the window to break it, I 
tried shifting my arms around, I even rotated my legs from every angle 
possible, but it was impossible for me to move or untie myself. My body 
was too weak. 


The evil man took an old laptop out of his suitcase and pressed the 'play' 
button on a video that was open on the screen. 


I focused my attention on the video immediately after noticing my parents. 


"Mom... Dad.." There they were, sitting down on a chair, negotiating with 
someone. 


"He's been acting so strange. He says that he feels sick, injured, and needs 
us to be with him all of the time. Seokjin doesn't let us sleep, saying that we 
need to stay awake for him." My father spoke. 


What he just said was true: I did make my parents stay awake, and I did 
used to say I was sick and injured. Because I was. Not physically, but my 
mind used to be very dark... And it still is. 


Years ago, something happened to me. I remember playing with my friends 
one minute, then the next I disappeared for one minute. I just wanted to get 
my kite back. That's all... 


~flashback~ 


"Seokjin, it's your turn to fly the kite now!" My friends shouted. I happily 
ran around with the bright and colorful flying kite. It was one of the first 
and last times I saw what true beautiful colors were. The kite contained 
many bright and rare colors, I couldn't keep my mind off of it. 


"Seokjin, where did it go?" The kite was so hypnotic to me that before I 
knew it, it had slipped away from my grip and the wind had blown it 
towards the street. 


"T'll be right back." My shoe laces were very loosened up on me, but I was 
too busy running after the kite to pay attention to my shoes at the moment. I 
stopped in an intersection when I finally found the flying colorful kite, 
sighing to catch my breath. 


When I tried to grab it- "Huh? Hey!" It immediately flew away. I didn't 
want to lose it again, so I followed it down more than four blocks. I was 
young. Too young to know how to get back to my own house, let alone, 
recognize the neighborhood, but unfortunately, I was determined to retrieve 
the object that keeps my friends and I entertained, so I kept on running until 
I stopped by a mysterious looking house. 


I didn't want to enter it because my parents taught me to respect other 
people's private property, but my mind was suddenly drawn to a song 
coming from the back of the garden. 


I couldn't stop myself from entering the house. I found my kite in the 
process of heading inside of the garden, which made me feel very relieved 
and happy. A middle aged woman was holding the kite in her hands. She 
was younger looking than my mother, but older than me. I gently tapped on 
her shoulder, and the woman didn't even flinch. 


She caressed my hair, smiling. 


"Did you lose this, honey?" I nodded. 


"Oh no, you're freezing in this cold weather. It looks like it's about to rain, 
anyways. Would you like some hot chocolate to keep you warm?" Although 
my mom also taught me to never accept anything from strangers, I was 
feeling cold, and the woman was right: 

I looked up at the sky and not too long after she mentioned the weather, it 
began to rain. 


She hurriedly rushed me into her house. I thanked her for the hot chocolate 
treat and waited in her house until it stopped raining. My legs were very 
lanky and felt weak. Almost heavy, as if I couldn't walk. There was a knot 
forming inside of my stomach. I felt unsafe the minute I walked into the 
woman's house. 


"Don't over think things, Seokjin." I told myself. 


I told myself that she was harmless and that I was fine while taking one last 
sip of the hot chocolate before finishing it. I suddenly fell asleep on her 
couch. My eyes were halfway opened as I watched her throw a small fluffy 
sheet over my body. 


The next minute, I awaken and I'm in this strange, unfamiliar looking room. 
A room that was too dark to even be a part of the young woman's house. 


I thought it couldn't be, because her living room was so bright and clean. 
"Why is this room so dirty and full of candles?" I thought to myself. "Why 
am I lying down here?" My body was rested flat on a stale surface, and the 
feeling within my stomach worsened. Now my heart was beating fast and I 
soon realized why. 


The walls were black, the floor was wooden, and there was a strange star 
beneath me. I didn't understand what black magic was back then, but if I 
would have known the true meaning behind it, then I would have tried to 
run away. 


I calmly got up, unaware of the trouble I had just gotten myself into. The 
woman was sitting down on a bed with her legs crossed, facing the wall. I 


could hear her whispering strange things to herself, very fast. Her voice was 
low, sending shivers to my spine. She was reciting satanic verses. I didn't 
understand what she was saying, so I tapped on her shoulder trying to get 
her attention. 


"Ma'am?" When the woman tumed around to face me, she completely 
turned her head towards me. I screamed when I saw that her eyes were 
completely white and that her teeth had turned into sharp fangs. Each and 
every one of them. My scream alarmed her as I scrambled to my feet at an 
attempt to escape her. 


"GO BACK! NOW!" In a matter of seconds, I was lying back down on the 
star. She had used the power of her own witchcraft to levitate me in thin air 
and forced my body back down onto the pentagon. I was shaking with fear, 
unable to move. 


She placed her hand on my forehead and continued to chant her demonic 
verse, loudly. My eyes changed color and rolled to the back of my head, 
turning completely white, just like hers. 


I dragged one of the candles that were surrounding my body and burned her 
face with it. 


When I escaped from her grip, I ran away from her house immediately, and 
never once looked back. 


"Seokjin! What happened? Did you get the kite?" My friends were so 
innocent, they had no idea of what I had just gone through and why I was 
breathing so heavily. They thought I was just hyperventilating because of 
how fast I was running towards them. 


"No. Go home. Go away!" I clenched my fists and pushed them out of my 
house. 


My mother immediately noticed and ran towards me. 


"Seokjin? What are you doing? You're injuring your friends. Seokjin, stop 
that!" I was so in trance, I didn't realize my mother had been trying to stop 


me from kicking my friends out of the house. 
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Later on that night, I started having nightmares. Horrible nightmares that 
would leave me awake. I would wake up screaming, or crying. From there 
on, I started to sleep with my parents and never wanted to go back to 
sleeping in my room by myself ever again. 


During that time was when I started to fake being sick. My parents told me 
that the doctor had diagnosed me with Schizophrenia. I couldn't tell them 
what had happened, out of fear, and they kept on believing that I was sick 
with a mental health condition. 


The video ended with my parents leaving me in the hospital. 


I can still vividly remember pleading them not to leave me, but I was so 
young that I couldn't do anything. After all, they were the adults in this 
situation, so it wasn't up to me to make decisions for myself. 


"You see, my dear? You've been a disturbance for your family all of your 
life. And all because they couldn't handle your schizophrenia. Would you 
look at yourself? You're a mentally ill person." When the evil man was done 
with his sentence, my blood pressure started rising. 


"You belong in a psychiatric hospital. Namjoon brought such a 
disappointment to his family. My little brother wasn't really thinking things 
through when he kidnapped you from the hospital only for you to make 
HIM become the actual prisoner." A very sharp pain in my mouth started to 
puncture through my teeth. 


They can talk about my parents. 


"I agree. For a professional doctor, your brother screwed his life up when he 
brought it upon himself to treat such a sick fiend like Seokjin." 


They can talk about me as much as their hearts content. 


"What an idiot." But no one talks bad about my Namjoon. I've had enough! 


"Why are you breathing so fast, demon? Because that's what you are, right? 
A demon. Demon! Demon! Demon!" Joowon started chanting. 


"Well, of course I am." I grinned, unleashing the gates of Hell. 


The men fell back, cussing out in fear. There were flames spewing out of 
my body, ultimately allowing me to free myself from the tight ropes 
wrapped around my limbs. 


My eyes were crimson red, my hair was raven black, my nails were now 
long claws, ready to dig into their living flesh, shredding their skin to 
pieces, bit by bit. 


But my claws weren't the only participants waiting to deskin these bastards. 
There were two more in line, that were getting too eager. So I'll allow them 
to go first. 


My sharp. 
Pointy. 
Bloodthirsty fangs. 


"Dinner time." 
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[12:00 A.M. ] 


"He wasn't in the bathroom, like you said he was, Hoseok! I'm going 
outside, maybe he wants to go home already! Bye, guys!" Namjoon stood 
up from his chair. It had been an hour or more since he last saw Seokjin. He 
noticed that the man was no longer on the dance floor, or the bathroom, or 
anywhere else. The doctor took his car keys out of his pocket while heading 
outside after quickly beckoning everyone at the party. 


His ears were so sensitive from the loud music, he could barely hear 
himself think. When he arrived at the parking lot and didn't find Seokjin 
anywhere, he stomped his foot on the ground, frustrated. Everything was 
nearly pitch black outside and the man was nowhere to be found. 


"Fuck. This can't be happening." He thought to himself. Instead of going 
mad, he tried calling the phone he bought Seokjin. He knew that the man 
carried it with him everywhere in case of an emergency. 


"The number you are trying to reach is currently unavailable." 


"That can't be. His phone has 4G and works for any emergency calls. It had 
full battery, he couldn't have powered it off. Someone must have taken it 
from him... Of course!" Namjoon's memory suddenly flashed back to when 
the other doctor had sat down at the table with him. 


He knows that guy's car very well. It's a black SUV that he always leaves 
outside of the hospital because it doesn't fit through the underground 
parking. 


Knowing this, Namjoon hoped that he was wrong and right at the same time 
about what he had in mind. 


"Seokjin, don't tell me you're in there..."" As he was about to knock on the 
large vehicle's window, Namjoon fell back when the van exploded in 


flames. 


The explosion alarmed everybody at the party, pausing the event 
momentarily. Groups of people ran outside, as Namjoon was lying down on 
the cold hard ground. 


"Seokjin, what have you done?!" As more people approached the van, 
Namjoon hid Seokjin's face with the Vampire cape of his costume and 
rushed him inside of the car. 


"Leave me here. They'll come looking for you too, and I don't want 
anything to happen to you, Dr. Kim." Seokjin was covered in blood. 


"Cover your head, and pull the lever on the side of your seat down." 
Namjoon took off immediately, but not too fast so no one would be 
suspicious of him. 


He knew there was a different route to lead him to his house, but that route 
takes him about three hours driving. For his and Seokjin's safety, the doctor 
took the long way back home. 


"T fucking knew it. I knew that sick fuck was up to no good when he sat 
down at our table. Seokjin, are you hurt? Are you-" Namjoon's route took a 
turn for the worst when he noticed the man. 


He had scratch marks on his wrists, deep cuts on his legs, his costume was 
ruined and dismantled. His lips were dripping a thick, crimson red 
substance. 


"Blood... Blood? Seokjin?" The doctor stared deeply into Seokjin's eyes. He 
noticed that they became white in under a minute. 


"Do you love me?" Seokjin asked. Namjoon looked past the demonic new 
features on Seokjin's face and answered the man, sincerely. 


"I love you to death, Seokjin." Namjoon shut his eyes for a moment, with 
disbelief of what his emotions were making him feel: 


Nausea. 


Uneasy. 
Anxiety. 
Goosebumps. 


These were the same feelings he felt before when he got up in the morning 
and entered the bathroom. 


They used to be the same feelings he felt when he used to visit Seokjin. 
The same feelings he used to feel late at night. 
When Seokjin used to be a... "Vampire." 


Everything made sense to Namjoon now. He had no reason to doubt it: 
Seokjin was a vampire again. 


He didn't say another word to the man right after he responded to his 
question. The doctor maintained his focus on the highway as his vision 
blurred. There was a foggy mist appearing in the middle of the highway, 
roaming around Seoul. 


The doctor's vision wasn't at its best since he left his glasses at home and 
the contact lenses he currently had on were only for the use of his 
Halloween costume. 


"Seokjin, can you take my contact lenses out so I can see better? I can't let 
go of the steering wheel just in case a car comes and I need to move mine. 
Can you do that for me?" Seokjin obeyed, placing his cold hands on 
Namjoon's face. 


The doctor retreated from the man when he saw how long his nails were. 
"When did your nails get so long? You're going to cut through my iris in the 


process of taking them out. I'll just take the contact lenses off when we get 
home." 


"Do you love me, Dr. Kim?" Seokjin's repeated question made the doctor 
furrow his eyebrows. 


"You just asked me that and I answered with "Yes", Seokjin." But the man 
didn't stop there with his questions. 


"Are you daring, Dr. Kim?" He asked while tugging at the belt on 
Namjoon's pants. Namjoon held Seokjin's hand. 


"I'm trying to drive, baby. Wait until we get home, okay?" He focused his 
attention on the road once more, ignoring the man. 


"Seokjin! Wait, a minute! Wait a minute!" Namjoon lost control of his 
steering wheel when Seokjin climbed on top of him, blocking his view. The 
car spiraled out of control and lead them down a hill. 


"I'm sorry, but this had to be done." 


"What the hell are you doing!! We're going to die!" Namjoon lifted Seokjin 
off of him. 


"No, we won't! We're going to live happily from now on, Dr. Kim. Do you 
trust me?" He held his hand out to Namjoon and the man rejected him. 


"T don't even know you anymore. Who are you, Kim Seokjin? Who are 
you!" The car stopped inside of an eerie and cold forest. 


Namjoon got out of the car to inspect it, Seokjin followed behind him. 


"It's just a flat tire. Stay here and don't touch anything. I'm going to get my 
phone to call a tow truck." When the doctor reached out to open his car 
door, all four of the doors locked 

shut. 


"Who am I, you ask?" He stopped moving when Seokjin approached him. 


"I'm your patient. Your lover. And your worst nightmare..." The man's 
hands were freezing, his voice was dark and sinister. 


"Be mine. Be me, Dr. Kim." Namjoon froze in panic when he felt 
something sharp sink into his skin. 


Seokjin's fangs were injecting the doctor with his blood; a poisonous venom 
that was infecting the blood of a healthy human being, Kim Namjoon. 
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Namjoon fainted from the amount of poisoning Seokjin administered into 
his body. The man held Namjoon and helped drag his body deep into the 
woods. 


"They're as beautiful as I remembered. Aren't they, Dr. Kim?" The vampire 
was holding onto his lover, walking with him around the forest. Seokjin felt 
guilty for everything he did to Namjoon, and he thought that this was the 
only time he'll truly get the chance to explain everything to him. He knew 
very well that the man was unconscious at the moment and could wake up 
at any given minute, but Seokjin had enough of hiding his true feelings and 
thoughts from the doctor. 


This was the perfect moment to tell him what he's been keeping inside. 


"From the moment you walked into that Hospital and found out about me, 
I've caused you nothing but trouble, Dr. Kim. You quit your job for me, you 
gave me a home, you gave me your love, and now you gave me your soul... 
Twice." The vampire heard soft voices lingering around the forest, he was 
close to his destination. 


"And what did I give you in return? Pain, anger, and confusion. I ruined 
your reputation, I ruined your name. But within my errors, there is one 
thing I finally got right: A chance." The moon finally showed up, in 
between the fog that had clouded Seokjin's pathway. 


Rather it was clouded or clear, Seokjin knew exactly where he was going 
even though he's only been in this special forest once. 


"A chance to keep you by my side forever. There is a reason why I did all of 
this, and I'll explain it to you someday, but not tonight. Not now. All that I 
need right now is for you to stay asleep for just a little longer." Seokjin 
carried the doctor on his back, the more strength he gained. His bone 


structure was stronger and thicker now that he was a vampire again. He felt 
empowered. He only wished he knew what the doctor was feeling. 


How he was holding up, and what he was thinking. He couldn't read his 
mind, he didn't know if he was hearing him, and it was making Seokjin feel 
anxious. 


"Namjoon... You can hear me, right?" There was no response from the man 
whatsoever. Seokjin couldn't even hear his breathing. He was beginning to 
lose faith. 


"Fine. Do you want me to tell you the truth? I'll tell you, then." To distract 
himself from such dark thoughts, Seokjin spoke out to the doctor, not 
knowing if he was truly listening, or if he was just talking to himself. 


"I was possessed by a woman when I was younger. My parents thought that 
I had this mental health condition called Schizophrenia and locked me up in 
that Hospital you worked at which used to be a mental institution. I was too 
little to understand, but I knew that I couldn't tell them about my possession 
because the woman would have found them and done the same thing she did 
with me. At least, that's what my mind tricked me into thinking. 

Seeing you risk so much to save my life. How much you gave up. What I put 
you through... 

Why? Why would you do this for me?" 


The vampire was unsure about what his body was doing to him, but he felt 
a familiar pain blossoming within his chest, flowing up to his head. 


"When I was in that dark room, locked up for so many years, the nurses 
used to treat me so bad. They used to drag my fragile body into a shower. I 
remember my screams as the cold water debilitated my bones more than 
they already were. They used to laugh at me... Mocking my pain." 


So many memories were haunting the vampire, he couldn't think straight for 
a moment and stopped walking halfway. His back was aching from holding 
Namjoon's weight on him, but he refused to place him down. 


"When I met you, I was going to take your life away from the moment you 
walked into that dark cell I once used to call my 'room'. That same day was 
when one of the cruel doctors injected me with anesthesia and performed 
strange exams on my body. Of course, I was still awake. I never once slept. 
I always felt the pain but my body quickly learned to adapt to it, turning my 
pain into strength. But still, it doesn't mean that their words didn't hurt me. 


Their loud voices swearing at me. 


The torturous surgical procedures to try and "fix me" never worked. Not 
once. To them; I needed to be fixed. And to me; I was just a broken man. No 
amount of surgery and medicine could ever fix me, let alone, cure my 
illness. But that was until I met you, years later." 


Despite Seokjin's horribly dark past, and the excruciating pain he endured 
throughout his childhood, the vampire shut his eyes and looked past that 
pain. 


"Your patients taught me to be calm around you, and with your kindness I 
gained your trust and you gained mine. 


Our friendship was shortly lived because it went fading through time when 
we fell in love. 


Your love taught me pain is pleasurable and that a relationship between a 
human and a vampire is worth more than gold, becoming treasurable. 


When I rested my head and stared into your eyes the day I was run over, I 
thought I was going to die. Death is something I never feared, but I didn't 
want to leave the earth in that moment because I had one thing to fear back 
then, and that was losing my lover. 


My urge to drink blood is weak compared to how much I crave your love. 


That is a craving that only you can satisfy, so don't give up on me now. Stay 
alive." The vampire stopped midway because he felt choked up. 


Something inside of him wasn't allowing him to speak. 


"Stay alive." Memories of when he nearly lost Namjoon to when Joowon 
injected him with the lethal injection flooded in his mind. 


"Please.. Just stay with me." Seokjin made it to his destination with the 
doctor. The beauty of the forest turned into nothing but sorrow as he still 
held onto Namjoon's body. 


Roses were scattered all over the ground, on leaves. The roses were red, 
healthy and alive. While the leaves were black, scrunched up, and dead. 


Namjoon no longer responded to Seokjin. He wasn't breathing either. 


The vampire released all of the pain he had within his heart in the form of 
tears. Endless tears that spilled out of his glistening eyes while he finally 
rested the doctor's dead body on top of the dead leaves. 


Seokjin's nose scrunched, finding a way to breathe because he blocked his 
sinuses with the amount of pressure his head built up due to his crying. 


The man Seokjin loves, the man who taught him what true love meant, and 
the only man he's ever loved, was by his side in the forest he dreamt of 
living for the rest of his life when his dying soul would breathe his last 
breath. 


And to his misfortune, Seokjin's lover passed away before him and left him 
all alone in a forest that grew darker by the minute as the moonlight faded 
away. 


He hunched over, leaning on the doctor's body. His body temperature was 
below average, 
just like Seokjin's. 


"Dr. Kim, we made it... Open your eyes, now. It's not time to sleep." The 
vampire tried to stay composed, unsure if he was actually communicating 
with Namjoon, or if the man was dead and he just chose to not accept that 
cruel reality yet. 


"A life without you, is a life that's not worth living, Dr. Kim.." A wave of 
emotions washed over Seokjin, turning his sadness into anger. He clenched 
his fists, ruining two roses in a matter of seconds. 


The roses represented how suffocated he was, to a point where he could 
barely breathe. All of the roses suddenly changed color and died, just like 
the leaves. 


"Then die." His mind told him. 


Death: The word that has followed Seokjin for years. If he was never alive 
in the first place when he first became a vampire, then turning back into a 
human was the biggest mistake Seokjin had ever done. 


The vampire looked all around him, turning his head from every angle he 
could find. He noticed something shining, hidden within the dead leaves, 
not too far from where he was standing. 


So he walked towards the unidentified object, not knowing what to expect 
from it. The object was a piece of porcelain with a floral design printed onto 
it. Seokjin knew exactly what this belonged to. 


"The cup of hot chocolate that woman gave me. This is the piece I broke 
when I ran out of her house and knocked it over. What is it doing here?" 
The vampire vividly remembers the 

piece of porcelain he had broken. He look back at Namjoon, then looked 
down at his wrist. 


"T killed him. My poison killed the only person I loved and valued." A 
crystal clear tear dropped down onto the porcelain as Seokjin was about to 
press it down on his wrist. 


The broken piece suddenly flew out of the vampire's hand, disappearing 
into the unknown and out of his sight. 


He turned his head around, sensing life somewhere near him. 


Suddenly, Seokjin found himself staring into a man's eyes, completely 
shattered. 


"Namjoon." 
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The vampire fell to his knees on the ground. Tears threatened to descend 
from his eyes as his vision blurred again. The doctor crouched down, 
tracing his lips across Seokjin's shoulder, hugging him from behind. 


"Why are you sad? I'm right here." His question remained unanswered as 
Seokjin turned his back around to face the doctor. He held onto his back, 
feeling how sharp the bones in his spine had gotten. 


The honey brown hair color of his had changed as well as his iris. Now they 
were dark black. His eyes were dilated, staring directly at Seokjin. 


The vampire didn't say anything, he was too distracted by Namjoon's dark 
identity. 


"The transformation was a success. Dr. Kim, you're immortal again!" 
Although he held back on doing it, the vampire was so overwhelmed that he 
embraced Namjoon's body so tightly, something fell out of his hand and 
made a loud "ding" sound, echoing throughout the forest. 


Namjoon caught the tiny silver object on one hand, and wrapped his hand 
around Seokjin's waist with the other. 


"Til' death do us part is so overrated, sweetheart. I believe this belongs to 
you, Mr. Kim." The doctor re-inserted the tiny round silver object inside of 
Seokjin's ring finger. 


It was the wedding ring that he had given him the day he proposed to him. 


"Dr. Kim, I don't understand. Didn't you propose to me in the dream we 
both had? How do we still have these?" 


"Look around you, this IS our dream. This is where we belong, Seokjin." 
The vampire held Namjoon's hand, intertwining his fingers with his. They 
locked hands, standing in the center of the roses and dead leaves. 


The forest had become their new home, and their new world. A world in 
which they could finally live in and not worry about what others think. 


"Follow me and watch your step." Namjoon obeyed the vampire, hearing 
the dead leaves crunch beneath them with every step they would take. 


Seokjin lead Namjoon deeper into the beautiful forest. Gravestones of all 
sizes were scattered around the forest everywhere. 


The cold force of the wind increased as their bodies endured the coldness. 
There was a sudden stop within both of the vampire's footsteps. 


"After you." Namjoon said, kissing Seokjin's hand, softly. The vampire 
passed through a set of two large, black gates. The gates lead them all the 
way to a house. 


It reminded Seokjin of a Cathedral, but he knew that it was mainly because 
of the exterior design. 


The doors were tall, in the shape of an oval, with small mirrored glasses 
everywhere, reflecting the color red from the inside of the house. 


The house looked untouched to the vampires as they both took a step in. 
Inside of it were luxurious accommodations of different rooms on each 
levels within the house which also had a long, crimson red spiral staircase 
in the center of the medieval castle like home, leading to the rest of the 
apartment. 


"If we're both in the afterlife, is this considered the "Dying Room" now?" 
Seokjin asked, referring to the living room they were in. While Namjoon let 
out a soft chuckle, he agreed with the vampire, walking around, exploring 
the house. 


"This place is incredible." The doctor snaked his arm around Seokjin's waist 
while they carefully head upstairs, hearing the wooden staircase creak 
beneath their footsteps. 


Seokjin noticed how different Namjoon had become within a matter of 
seconds. 


His quiet voice left the vampire wondering what was going through 
Namjoon's head. He should know, but he doesn't. 


He can't read his mind like the first time he became a vampire, so Seokjin 
remained clueless about what Namjoon had in his mind. 


The doctor showed no emotions, no facial expressions, and wouldn't say a 
word to him, making Seokjin's curiosity grow until he had enough of the 
mystery. 


"My love, what are you thinking?" When Namjoon didn't respond and just 
kept on walking, Seokjin grew frustrated. 


The doctor continued ignoring him, making him feel upset. 


"Speak to me..." His lips were suddenly silenced with a simple hush coming 
from the doctor. 


He pushed Seokjin back, entering a mysterious room where a noise was 
coming from. 


His hand was steady as he turned the doorknob with precautions. 


"Protect your face." Seokjin did as he was told, hiding his face with his lab 
Coat. 


A swarm of bats suddenly flew out of the room as soon as the doctor 
unlocked the door. 


The vampire had protected his face so well that he had blinded himself with 
his sleeves, unaware that the bats were circling around him like some type 
of ritual. There were far too many for him to handle, that he twisted his legs 
and tipped over, leaning backwards where the long staircase was. 


"Namjoon!" His first instinct was to call out Namjoon's name, tipping 
further. Namjoon immediately caught the man in thin air; a sigh of relief 


exhaling from both of them when the older was safe. 


"I'm sorry for shouting your name out of nowhere. I didn't mean to alarm 
you, Dr. Kim." Hearing this only made a mischievous smirk appear on the 
man's lips as he helped Seokjin readjust himself upwards. 


"And that smile? What was the cause of this?" Seokjin asked, trailing his 
finger tip around Namjoon's lips. 


The younger held his wrist, kissing the palm of his hand before slowly 
releasing it. 


"T have a feeling that this won't be the only time you'll be screaming my 
name tonight, Mr. Kim." Namjoon scooped Seokjin by his waist again, 
pulling the man over his shoulder 

to carry him towards the bedroom he had unlocked. 


The bedroom was enormous. The bed was king sized, the bedsheets were 
red and silky smooth, the bed frame was black. The rest of the accessories 
inside of the room were skull heads resting on top of the large dresser and 
bedside tables, round paintings hanging from the black walls, along with a 
large chandelier hanging above the center of the room which had a wide 
carpet with a fancy design to compliment the drop-dead, gorgeous theme. 


"How do you feel?" Seokjin asked. Namjoon's fake fangs had fallen off of 
him when his real fangs grew inside of him during the transformation. Most 
of his Halloween costume was partly dismantled. 


He turned over to Seokjin to respond to him. 


"I feel heated." The response coming from the doctor made a perverted grin 
appear on Seokjin's face. 


Namjoon noticed it. 
"And by 'Heat' I'm referring to my body temperature, so don't get too 


excited." The doctor 
used this as an excuse to tease the vampire. 


"We shouldn't do any physical activities without knowing if I'm coming 
down with something, you know. What if I die?" Seokjin seemed alarmed at 
first, but he soon discovered the game Namjoon was playing. 


He was too wise to be fooled by him. 


"You're immortal, Dr. Kim. You can't die. However, there is something 
killing you." His stern voice, narrowed eyebrows and daggered eyes caught 
Namjoon's attention. 


"What is it?" Now that Seokjin triggered the doctor, he thought it was time 
to expose him 
for the sneaky little prank he had pulled on him earlier. 


He circled his index finger around the doctor's chest, slowly dragging his 
hands to his shoulders. 


The vampire craned his neck closely to Namjoon's ear. 


"It's inside of you." Seokjin referred to a suspicious growth appearing inside 
of the doctor's midsection. His seductive whisper left Namjoon in a trance. 


His hands naturally grabbed onto Seokjin's back, moving lower towards his 
rear. 


"Something is killing me, Seokjin. And that's you." He parted his lips, 
exposing his sharp teeth, aiming directly towards the man's neck. 
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[A\ Smut ahead A\] 


Chills ran throughout their bodies while the dark entities desperately began 
to undress each other, scratching themselves because of their excessively 
long claws, leaving dark red scratch marks on them even before starting any 
physical activities. 


They stopped undressing halfway, leaving nothing but their boxers on to 
continue kissing 
each other. 


Just because they were heated doesn't mean that they were too focused on 
sex to not stop for a few minutes to exchange a few passionate kisses. 


Seokjin took over this time, trailing his lips towards Namjoon's neck, 
breathing in his cologne. 


The doctor's scent was so addictive to Seokjin. Everything about him was 
an addiction to the vampire. 


"Argh.." Seokjin perched his head up, detaching his lips from Namjoon's 
neck when he heard the man growl. Blood was dripping down him. Seokjin 
was so immersed into Namjoon's scent, he didn't realize the pain he was 
causing the doctor by sinking his fangs deep into him. 


He apologized, yet the doctor told him to continue. 
"Aren't I making you feel uncomfortable?" He asked. The doctor denied it. 


"Keep on." He smiled. Seokjin smiled back, his smile turning more sinister 
than before while the doctor leaned his head back, exposing his neck again. 


The vampire had his fair share of blood from Namjoon's neck, tasting every 
single drop within his tongue. Now, it was his turn to let the man take over. 


Namjoon opened the palm of his hand, gripping onto the back of Seokjin's 
long neck. The vampire was prepared for Namjoon to bite him, but what he 
wasn't expecting was for the man to run his hand through his abdomen. 


He traced his hand around the doctor's lower back. 


Namjoon opened his mouth to begin feasting on the vampire's neck. To his 
surprise, he was being more submissive than he usually was. His moans 
were quiet. 


For now... 


The man left large teeth marks on one side of Seokjin's neck, running all the 
way down to his pointy collarbone, then all the way up to his jawline. 


As their night got heated up, Seokjin couldn't stand the amount of teasing. 
Namjoon was just stalling him at this point. 


He wasn't the type to beg, so he refused to do so. If he wanted something, 
he was going to get it whenever Namjoon decided to, so the vampire just 
waited. 


Seokjin gasped loudly, jerking his hips upwards. Namjoon had slipped his 
hand down the man's underwear, holding onto his member. 


"Mmh... You startled me. Agh.." The vampire immediately turned red with 
the actions that the other man was taking. 


His erection increased, the more the doctor would swirl his palm around 
him. The man was breathing slightly heavier than before, his chest rising at 
a fast pace, but not faster than the pace Namjoon had taken when he started 
to masturbate him. 


But he didn't stop there. The doctor removed his hand from Seokjin's 
boxers, earning a slight whine from the other. 


"You didn't think I was going to finish the job, did you? We're just getting 
started, my love." The couple slid their underwear off, becoming more 
eager than before. And far more excited. 


Namjoon's smile was deadly to Seokjin at the moment. He looked like a 
demon disguised as an angel. One minute he's smiling, being soft and 
gentle, then the next he has his mouth open, exposing his sharp teeth. 


The teeth that were marked onto Seokjin's delicate and frail skin, which 
were sinking harder into his neck, causing him to groan with a grin of 
satisfaction and immense pleasure, along with the pain he pushed to the 
back of his head. 


Thinking about how his lover imprinted on him made Seokjin want more. 
He craved more of Namjoon's touch, the moment that the man detached his 
bloodstained fangs away from his neck. 


Not only did he crave it, but he became desperate to a point where he 
needed it. 


Nothing was allowing him to concentrate properly, not when all he had in 
his mind was Namjoon. 


Yet the man wouldn't budge. He continued to tease Seokjin, not knowing 
how desperate the vampire was becoming. 
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"You're very patient, aren't you?" Up until now, Seokjin hadn't done 
anything. But hearing 

Namjoon made him realize that the doctor was messing with him the entire 
time. He had 

enough of his teasing. 


He climbed on top of the doctor. His groggy grunts intimidated the doctor 
as he ran his hands throughout his body. From his waist to his hard-on, 
Seokjin's hands were now in full control of Namjoon. 


And the doctor was giving in. He relaxed his body, watching the other to 
see what he was about to do. 


"Wait, Seokjin-" The doctor let out a loud gasp as Seokjin took his length 
inside of his mouth. 


He didn't say anything else, as his body was too distracted to focus on 
anything else but moaning, becoming more eager to release while his grip 
tightened on the bedsheets he was scrunching up inside of his palms. 


Before he released, however, Seokjin opened his mouth and stood up. A 
string of saliva detached from the doctor's penis as the other half of the 
string that was connected to Seokjin's swollen lips just dripped down. 


Namjoon was trying to catch his breath and before he knew it, he was 
holding onto Seokjin's waist as the vampire towered over him. 


He could no longer resist the urge to fill Seokjin up with lust, so he 
carefully inserted himself inside of him. When his balls met up with 
Seokjin's bottom, he grabbed a fist full of the man's hair, arching his own 
back to bite down on his neck. 


Once he found his sweet spot, the doctor showed no mercy to Seokjin's 
neck, claiming the man as his own. 


Seokjin finally got what he desired the most: To be under Namjoon's 
command. 


Dominance and defeat never felt so good. 


He started off by taking slow, regular breaths, but when Namjoon began 
thrusting in, Seokjin didn't even have time to breathe. His breathing was 
now replaced by moans. 


Lustful moans that scrapped his throat and echoed throughout the bedroom, 
the faster his lover pounded into him. 


As he held onto Namjoon's back to keep from slipping off of the bed, the 
vampire was becoming red. Yet his face wasn't the only thing becoming red. 
As the night grew colder, and their heat increased, Seokjin's irises turned a 
crimson red with ecstasy. 


When he was able to open his eyes for a moment, he noticed that Namjoon's 
eye color had also turned red. 


Seokjin's mouth was parted, his head was pushed all the way back, allowing 
audible moans to exhale from his hot breath as he pleased. 


Namjoon gripped onto the vampire's waist, firmly, the faster he thrusted 
into him. 


His pounding was so forceful, that the vampire was slipping out of his 
hands, yet the man wouldn't allow Namjoon to reinforce him because he 
was arching his back too far for Namjoon to reach him. 


"You're going to f...fall.."" Namjoon stuttered. His speech was distorted due 
to the actions he was taking on his body, which enabled him from talking 
properly. Seokjin was on a whole other level. 


He didn't even have the chance to say a word, as his body wouldn't let him. 
His mind was lost in a pleasurable bliss that was making him 
subconsciously spill out an unimaginable amount of profanities that could 
conjure up a storm. 


"Seokjin, y... You're slipping away, h...hold still..." Namjoon attempted to 
grab the man, but his eyes flashed into a pit of darkness as they rolled to the 
back of his head, the closer he was to reaching his peak. 


"Agh... I... Don't care..." 


With their arousal duplicating by the minute, both of the entity's bodies 
were on the edge of releasing. 


"Namjoon!" Seokjin clenched his jaw, his eyes were screwed shut. A knot 
forming in his stomach, as his breathing stopped for a moment. Namjoon 
held Seokjin close to his chest, feeling the other squirm and shiver in his 
body. 


He came first and Seokjin followed right after, thin ribbons of semen 
stained the black and red bedsheets as the lovers finally reached their peak. 


"Namjoon.." Seokjin was subconsciously moaning Namjoon's name, even 
afterwards. His body slowly resting on top of the man, feeling his soft skin 
rub against him. 


"I knew you would end up saying my name." The doctor joked. Seokjin and 
him both laughed, lovingly kissing each other. 


The two got up from the bed and went underneath the bedsheets to keep 
their bodies warm. They didn't need the warmth, yet they desired their own 
heat. 


Sleep wasn't a problem for them either, so they could stay up all night and 
never get tired. 


"Namjoon, why did you keep on stalling me? Is there a reason why you 
didn't want to rush into doing this?" Namjoon nodded. 


"Nothing in specific. I just wanted to treasure this moment." 


"Why this moment among all the other times we've made love?" The 
vampire asked, placing his hand over Namjoon's bare chest. 


"Because 'this night’ was special among all the others." Namjoon tilted 
Seokjin's chin upwards, leaning in. 


A thunderstorm unfolded the minute they shared one last passionate kiss, 
ending their night in peace. 
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Namjoon's POV: 
I woke up and everything had vanished. 


The forest had lost its magic, the mansion we had slept in had turned into 
nothing but dust. And that beautiful gate entrance was the only thing that 
was Standing. It was once beautiful, at least. 


In my eyes now, it was nothing but a rusty old gate, squeaking back and 
forth, loud enough to wake me up. 


Memories of last night replayed in my head like a movie, vividly reminding 
me of everything. Every detail, bit by bit. 


"A lab coat?" The lab coat from Seokjin's costume was over my body. I still 
had my vampire costume on. My hands and face were covered in dirt. 


As my mind started to function again, fully awake now, I got up from where 
I was, wondering two things: Where am I and where is Seokjin. 


"Seokjin?" I rub my eyes, looking around. My surroundings were empty, 
there was nothing but dead leaves and roses scattered on the ground. 


I remember those roses... 


The shadow of where my body once rested was imprinted onto the ground. 
The place Seokjin had placed me in when he thought I was dead. 


"Seokjin... Where are you..." I crumbled up the dead leaves in my hands, 
standing back up 
to search for the man. 


"Seokjin!" I repeatedly shouted out his name, my state of mind sinking 
further and further as well as my heart, due to my anxiety acting up. 


"Answer me!! Seokjin, please!" I stared into a lake and saw my own 
reflection. 


My appearance was the same way it was yesterday before the incident of 
the Halloween Party. 


"This never happened... Everything was all an illusion. But where am I? 
Where is my car, and where is Seokjin?" I was losing my mind again. 


"Namjoon! Namjoon, oh thank God!!" Hoseok and Yoongi found me. They 
rushed over to where I was standing and hugged me. 


"Guys... What's going on? Why are you here, how did you find me?" My 
friends released me from their embrace, I could notice how tired they 


looked and how sad they were. 


"We were looking everywhere for you, especially after what happened last 
night. Namjoon, you scared us so much when you disappeared out of 
nowhere." Hoseok spoke, folding his arms. 


"Are you hurt? Don't do this to us ever again! We thought you had died!" 


"Died? Hurt? Explain this to me step by step, because I don't understand." 
Their facial expressions changed. Their surprised look was now a face full 
of sorrow. 


"Your friend Seokjin and you had gotten into a car accident last night. It 
was all over the news." My eyes widened. 


"Accident!?" I stumbled backwards as they continued talking. 


"We were worried sick thinking something worse had happened to you, just 
like him." Yoongi left me confused. 


"Worse? What happened to him?" I grabbed Yoongi's collar. 


"What happened to Seokjin!" Hoseok told me to calm down, but hearing 
Seokjin's name along with the word "Worse" increased my stress. 


The two looked at each other, sensing that I had no idea of what had 
happened. 


"Come on, we need to take you to the hospital right away." Hospital? 


"Is Seokjin there? What is he doing there?" I was unwillingly walking 
forward, following their footsteps. There were people everywhere. 


From police cars to news reporters. Yellow cross tape was strapped onto 
every tree in the forest, everything looked like a crime scene and I still 
didn't know where Seokjin was. 

"Sir! What happened the night of the accident? 

Were you drunk? 

Were you fighting with the other person within this car, causing the car 
crash?" All of the news reporters were spamming me with questions, when 


I myself had no clue of anything. 


"I don't know. I don't know!" I ran away from them. My friends followed 
behind me. 


We retreated to Yoongi's car, sighing. 


"Hurry, drive drive!" Hoseok shouted at his partner. We drove off, leaving 
the forest that was crowded by people, behind us. 


"Why were they there? Why was my car crashed?" 

"You tell us. We just found you this morning after searching everywhere 
last night! We were worried sick!" Their shouting wasn't helping me 
concentrate and understand anything. 


I remained dumbfounded. 


"Who took Seokjin to the hospital? Was he injured badly?" My own 
question made me feel upset. 


"Namjoon, Seokjin isn't in the hospital. We're going to take you so they 
could help you!" I opened the door and ran out of the car. 


"NAMJOON WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?! Namjoon!!" I ran 
away from them, trying to find the forest again. 


"Seokjin!! Seokjin! SEOK-" I stopped moving when Yoongi tackled me to 
the ground. 


"Are you crazy!? Namjoon stop running!" I couldn't reason with him at the 
moment. I wasn't even thinking when I violently slapped the man across his 
face, leaving a burning sensation in my palm. 


"T have to search for him! Let go of me- ah! S-seokjin!! Seokjin answer 
me!" I wiggled my body out of Yoongi's grip. 


But I didn't free myself from him completely. 


He gained speed within his tracks and caught up to me again, this time both 
he and Hoseok held me back. 


"Seokjin, where are you?! Please, just answer me!!" I started crying out of 
frustration. I've never felt more confused in my life. 


"SEOKJIN IS DEAD!" Hoseok shouted, mindlessly. 


"No... That can't be.. He was with me! We spent the night together in a 
mansion!" 


"Namjoon, you probably dreamt that when you were knocked out 
unconscious from the same accident. It was just an illusion." Yoongi let go 
of me. 


"Shut up! You're both lying." I couldn't bare to listen anymore, so I left. 
They didn't follow behind me this time, my stubbornness defeated their 
persistence against me. 


I made my way back to the forest, retracing my steps, but avoiding the 
commotion of people. 


When I was running through the forest, I found a round, silver ring. I picked 
it up and looked down at my own hand. I had the same ring on my finger. 


This ring belonged to someone else... 


"Seokjin..." 
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Namjoon's steps were heard from a mile away, the more his pace 
quickened. Knowing there was still a way he could find Seokjin was 
enough to help him gain strength in his tired muscles to keep pushing 
forward. 


He didn't have the energy he had in him yesterday, but his adrenaline levels 
weren't slowing him down. Seokjin could be anywhere in the forest. 


No matter how many times the doctor called out his name, he received no 
response in return. There was no sign of Seokjin anywhere. 


From far away he noticed that the paramedics were carrying someone in 
their stretcher. The body was stored inside of a black bag, zipped up from 
head to toe. 


Namjoon pushed through the endless news reporters and others who were 
around the area and headed towards the paramedics that were entering an 
ambulance with the body 

they had on their stretcher. 


Just when he was about to find out who was inside of the bag, "Wait! Sir, 
you can't go through there!" he was stopped by one of the policemen 
standing outside of the ambulance. 


"Let me in, I'm a doctor!" Namjoon knew what body was stored within the 
bag. That body belonged to Seokjin. 


"Seokjin!!" He pushed through the policemen who allowed him to enter the 
ambulance. The paramedics gave him space as the doctor unzipped the bag. 


When he had fully unzipped it, there was no one there. The bag was empty. 


Everyone was in shock. 


Everyone expect for Namjoon, who had gotten out of the ambulance to 
search for Seokjin again. 


"He must have heard me. I knew it! He is alive!" The doctor's heart was 
now racing with anticipation of finding the man. He retraced his steps once 
more and tried to remember the last place he went to. 


The place he had woken up. All of his angst and worry would disappear 
once he would find that place. 


"Seokjin... Are you here?" He was breathless, feeling very tired and worn 
out. There was no hope left for Namjoon to ever find Seokjin. 


"Just let me see you one last time, please." He entered the gates that Seokjin 
and him walked through, only to find nothing. To his misfortune, the 
mansion was no longer there. 


But this time, Namjoon wasn't there in search for that place. What he 
wanted to find was right underneath him. 


He knelt down to the dirt and dug up a hole, then he took his ring off, and 
held it in his hand along with Seokjin's ring. He buried both of the rings and 
found something beyond what he was searching for when he was about to 
leave: A grave. 


Unlike all of the other graves he saw last night, this was the only grave 
within the forest. It was very small, so the doctor had to crouch down 
further to figure out what was written on the tombstone. 


His heart was shattered into a million pieces, as tears threatened to spill out 
from his eyes. Eyes that had nothing but tiredness and suffering in them. 


"Here lies: Kim Seokjin. 
1992 - 2019 


A friend to some, a stranger to most, and a lover to one. 


Rest In Peace." Namjoon began to hyperventilate as he placed his shaking 
hands on top of the grave. 


Reality hit him in the most cruel way possible, and the reality was that 
everyone was right and he was wrong. 


Seokjin truly was dead this time and he couldn't do anything to bring him 
back to life. 


He felt as if a gun had shot right through his heart and blew it up ina 
million pieces. The doctor couldn't walk, his legs kept wobbling and his lips 
were quivering. 


While he mourned the loss of his lover, Namjoon felt someone touch his 
shoulder. 


"Your life isn't in danger anymore, Namjoon. Seokjin won't hurt you 
anymore, Joonie." 


He turned around to find Mina standing behind him. She crouched down, 
rubbing his shoulder. 


"You're going to be okay." The doctor didn't have the strength to even 
speak, yet he did. 


"Seokjin did hurt me. He hurt me because he left me..." He stood up to 
continue talking. 


"My life 'is' in danger because Seokjin is no longer in it anymore." The 
doctor pushed Mina back, using a slight force. Not enough to knock her 


down, but surely enough to intimidate her. 


"Okay? How can I be okay if the man I love is now gone? I'll never be 
okay. Never!" 


The woman suddenly said something unpredictable. 


"You'll learn to love again. You're still young, Namjoon. You will get over 
him." Namjoon was appalled by her lack of sensitivity towards him. She 


showed no sympathy towards him whatsoever. 


"You and the word 'Love' have one function for me in life at the moment." 
He watched as his friend became excited waiting for him to answer. 


"Really? What is it?" She smiled. 


"They're both useless. I'll never love anyone the way I loved Seokjin. And 
I'll never love you. I'm sorry, Mina. You're just a friend to me..." Mina 
stepped back as Namjoon kept speaking his mind. 


"But seeing how rude and motionless you could be to someone who just 
lost their lover makes you less than a friend. You and I are nothing but 
strangers now. So please leave, because I don't socialize with strangers." 
Namjoon has never been this cold-hearted to anyone, especially not to any 
of his friends, but he wasn't in the right mind to talk to anyone right now. 


All that the man wanted was to be alone, and to possibly die alone. 


He never thought he could become this miserable to a point where the only 
thing he could look forward to was death. 


The meaning behind his sudden desire to be dead was the simple reason for 
seeing Seokjin once more. Namjoon knew that dying was an automatic 
gateway to find Seokjin again, and it was a risk that he was willing to take. 


Death didn't scare him anymore. Nothing scared him more than losing 
Seokjin. 


If there was anything he could do to get his lover back, the doctor was 
willing to do anything and everything. 


Yet the only thing that the man ended up doing was walking towards the 
place he had buried the rings and lay down next to the small pile of dirt in 
the middle of the forest. 


He was all alone, with no one around and no hopes of him ever returning 
back home. There were too many memories of Seokjin in his apartment. 


He remembers the first day that his companion saw his house. He was such 
a tall, shy man with a strange black mask on. 


The day he had exposed his true personality to the doctor, when he opened 
his mouth. 


"Dr. Kim, don't fear me." His voice lingered around Namjoon's head. 


All of those nights Namjoon spent trying to uncover new information on 
Seokjin, when it was really Seokjin that ended up uncovering something 
within the doctor. 


All of those nights he spent holding onto Seokjin's fragile body, warming up 
the man's cold skin against his own body warmth. 


All of those nights and all the doctor needed was just one more. One more 
day or night just to see Seokjin. 


"I didn't even get to say goodbye..." 
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Later on that day, the police found Namjoon lying down next to Seokjin's 
grave. They suggested that he should go home, and the doctor did so, yet he 
didn't want to leave at all. 


But in order to avoid getting asked about the incident by anyone there, he 
preferred to just leave before being spotted. A policeman was kind enough 
to drive him home, without asking him anything. 


The only thing that the policeman had asked the doctor was if he wanted to 
go to the hospital, to which Namjoon shook his head saying "No, sir. I'm 
okay." When he really wasn't. 


Even the word "Sir" reminded him of Seokjin, making the ride back to his 
Own apartment more and more painful. 


The policeman drove off as soon as Namjoon entered his house. He wanted 
to make sure that the doctor got home safely and that nothing else happened 
to him. 


He knew how much Namjoon had been through already. The doctor sighed, 
deeply. His sigh traveled to his chest, making it harder for him to breathe. 
He turned the doorknob, and the policeman drove off. When he entered the 
house, a tidal wave of sadness washed over him. 


Seeing the apartment was an immediate setback for Namjoon, and the 
further he walked into it, the memories would flood up in his head, making 
him feel empty inside. 


He found Seokjin's clothes everywhere. His scent of the last cologne he 
wore still lingered all around the house, especially the room. 


The room that he and the doctor first slept in, first became roomates, and 
first made love. 


Namjoon was so worn out, he barely had the energy to cry. All that was 
coming out of the doctor was a silent cry. He couldn't talk at all because of 
how loud he called out Seokjin's name, hoping to find him, all of that 
screaming made Namjoon lose half of his voice. 


"I wish I never woke up. I wish I would have held onto him tighter last 
night." He headed back down and entered the bathroom. 


It was cold. Namjoon removed his clothes and goosebumps immediately 
covered his body from head to toe. 


He stepped into the shower. Just when he thought he was done, that nothing 
was left in him, and that he was completely powerless, he slid down to the 
floor of the tub when his vision became foggy. 


And just like that, the man found himself crying another endless river of 
pain, unable to accept the loss of his lover. He refused to believe that 
Seokjin was dead. 


"He's still alive. He's still with me..." Namjoon's voice was broken, making 
up sentences that not even he himself would believe. Lying to himself was 
like a numbing cream to ease the pain within his broken heart, but his 
memories wouldn't allow him to fully heal. 


Seokjin took everything from the doctor, without taking a single item away 
from him. 


The only thing Seokjin physically took from Namjoon was his heart. 
Namjoon himself felt 

as if his heart had been forcefully ripped out of his chest, and that nothing 
but a huge gaping hole was left pouring with blood. 


Blood that drained from his body, along with the rest of his soul. 


He watched as the water was filling up to his ankles from the lack of 
draining within the tub. The tub was blocked by a build up of soap. There 
were bits of soap and some pieces of his sponges had traveled down to the 
tub, clogging up his pipes. 


The time he spent inside of the shower was endless, and before he knew it, 
the tub was nearly overflowing from how full it had gotten. 


Namjoon turned the faucet off, yet he stayed in the shower. He stopped, 
thinking to himself for a few minutes. Dark thoughts occupied his head 
now, encouraging him to do bad things to himself. 


His hands were numb and his body was cold to the touch due to the freezing 
bathwater he was standing in. 


With the memories eating him up from the inside, the doctor sat down in 
the tub. The water overflowed much more and spilled out onto the floor. 


He took one last breath, then sank to the bottom. His oxygen was cut off in 
under five minutes, yet Namjoon remained underneath the water, struggling 
to breathe. 


What is truly sad, is the fact that the man didn't feel a difference in between 
his breath shortening underwater, to when he found Seokjin's name and 
obituary written on his tombstone. 


And what was killing him now, was making him feel alive on the inside. 
The air supply in him was decreasing rapidly, and the doctor knew that he 
had little to no time left before he would completely vanish and leave the 
world without a trace. 


Time slowed down and Namjoon's vision became blurry until he could no 
longer see anything at all. He was desperate to breathe, kicking the tub but 
refusing to get up. 


The small amount of energy left inside of him had worn out, leaving him 
with no motivation to continue kicking. 


Meaning he had no motivation to keep fighting to live. He was ready to 
accept his fate. 


His lungs were giving out, about to collapse. 


Something saved the man's life when he noticed a bright orb float above the 
water. 


The orb did more than just float, it also spoke. With just one word, 
Namjoon rose from the bathtub, avoiding death once more. 


"Seokjin." He repeated the word that the mysterious floating orb had blurted 
out. Namjoon's body was freezing while he coughed from the lack of 
oxygen. 


The doctor put his clothes back on, still soaked from the bath water. He ran 
out of the bathroom and followed the orb. 


The orb flew out of the bathroom and upstairs to the hallway. Namjoon 
watched as it disappeared into his bedroom. 


He opened the door again and the orb had grown bigger and brighter. When 
the doctor approached it, the orb was no longer an unknown voice to him, it 
was a voice he was very familiar with. 


A soft and mysterious voice that he was suffering over. 

A dark voice that nearly caused Namjoon his own death. 

"Dr. Kim, I'm still here!" 

The orb transformed into a person, right before Namjoon's eyes. 


Namjoon's eyes reddened as the person was familiar to him. That person 
was Seokjin, the man Namjoon thought was dead. 


The vampire was standing right in front of him. 
He ran towards the vampire only to have him disappear. 
"Dr. Kim, I'm still here." The same words again, but Seokjin was out of 


sight now. He looked around him everywhere, feeling desperate and 
confused. 


"Namjoon, open your eyes!!" Namjoon felt his body jump very high to the 
sound of his name being called. 


He opened his eyes and found Seokjin crying. 


"Don't scare me this way again! I thought you were-" Seokjin couldn't 
finish his sentence as Namjoon silenced his lips with his own, while holding 
onto his body. 


"Seokjin." Namjoon was crying like never before. "Seokjin, you're alive! 
And I'm still here in the mansion!" Seokjin nodded. 


"You wouldn't wake up at all, and you were crying continuously. Are you 
okay? Are you hurt?" 


The doctor shook his head, his heart pounding out of his chest as he looked 
at Seokjin. 


"It was a nightmare. That's all, Seokjin... Just hold me." The vampire 
wrapped his arms around Namjoon's back, pulling the doctor closely. 


"What happened in your nightmare?" He asked, after making sure that the 
doctor was okay. 


The other sighed in response, still shaken up. Seokjin could tell that 
Namjoon didn't feel like responding to that question when his eyes began 
tearing up. Of course, he didn't cry in front of the vampire, yet Seokjin 
knew. 


Knowing the way Namjoon was feeling, the vampire caressed his face, 
kissing him gently. 


"It's okay now, you're okay-" He was startled by the way Namjoon got up. 


"No, Seokjin. It's not okay." Namjoon said, pacing around the dark 
mansion. 


"It's never going to be okay. I can't live in a world knowing you're with me 
one day then gone the next." Seokjin had mentioned Namjoon's name while 


he was caught up talking, yet the doctor didn't listen the first time. 


"Namjoon, listen to me!" The vampire spoke up, finally gathering up 
Namjoon's attention. 


He got up, dragging the silky bedsheets with him to cover up his still naked 
body. 


"Nightmares come and go, sir. But not I. I will never leave your side." His 
lips were close to Namjoon's face. The light of the morning sun was shining 
at the mansion and their shadows were visible, but not for long. 


Once the sun exposed itself, the vampires hid away. In the middle of hiding 
away from the sunlight, there was one important detain the two men forgot: 
Their clothing. 


Namjoon went back into the room and grabbed his and Seokjin's clothes, 
then retreated back downstairs. The reason they had to evacuate the room 
was due to the fact that the windows were all glass with no curtains and the 
sun was shining directly onto their face and bodies. 


"I wonder what's in this room." Before putting their clothes on, the two 
wanted to find a restroom to wash up. Seokjin became curious as to what 
was in one door while Namjoon was too busy admiring the walls of the 
living room which contained lots of artistical paintings. 


What was behind the door Seokjin had just opened was a bathroom. The 
vampire went inside without telling Namjoon, as his lover was distracted by 
the artwork in the living room. He didn't want to take his inspiration away, 
after all, he knew how passionate Namjoon was for most things. 


Especially art. Therefore, he left the doctor on his own and entered the 
shower when he figured out how to use it. 


"Ah..." The water burned his cold body at first, so he switched it to cold. 
When he turned around, he saw that the pressure of the showerhead was 
different to Namjoon's. 


It reminded him of something else. 
~flashback~ 


Seokjin was lying on his back, inside of the cage they kept him locked in, 
up until he heard someone input the code to open the door to his room. 


Although it felt more like a jail cell to the young boy, since he's been 
staying here for days 
now. 


"It's shower time for our special patient." One of the nurses spoke, standing 
outside of the door as another opened his cage. 


He weakly walked towards them. His body was sedated most of the time to 
ensure that he wouldn't attack any of the people there. 


"Get in!" 


"Don't hurt me, please! N-not again!" His fear would often make the poor 
boy crouch down in a corner and cry, yet the cold-hearted nurses couldn't 
care less about his feelings, so they forced him inside of an old, creepy 
looking shower. 


When they turned the water on, it was freezing. Seokjin's bones were too 
weak to handle such cold temperatures in water, still, he had to endure it if 
not then something much worse would happen to him. 


The nurses closed the shower sliding door, and left Seokjin inside. 


"Shower yourself thoroughly, or else we'll keep you in there. Do you 
understand ?" He tried answering to the woman, but he could barely talk. 
His teeth were chattering so much, he felt pain in his jaw. 


"T-i-it's cold. It's so cold." And that would continue on in his life every day 
at a certain time. At least until the nurses completely forgot about him and 
only used him for experiments and blood tests. 


Seokjin still remembers how much pain would shoot through his body as 
the very strong pressure of the showerhead broke through his paper thin 
skin, leaving him with bruises all over his body. 


~end of flashback~ 

"Dr. Kim, what happened to me?” When Seokjin's flashback was over, he 
found himself in 

Namjoon's arms. The doctor was carrying him, wrapped up in a towel. 


"Are you alright? Seokjin, you just fainted in the shower." 


"I'm okay." The man lied to himself. He closed his eyes, unable to erase his 
painful memories. 


Namjoon lay Seokjin's body on one of the couches. 
"You're crying.” 
Without realizing it, tears were running down Seokjin's face. 


"I'm not okay, Namjoon." 
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Namjoon comforted Seokjin, as he let out his emotions in the form of tears. 
He stopped crying, feeling a sense of sanity reach him. 


His mind was now in a better place than it was before, crawling out of the 
darkness and leaving any bad memories behind that caused him any 
disruption in his heart and brain. 


When everything was over, Seokjin wiped his tears away, sighing. 


"Do you feel okay?" Namjoon asked, breaking the silence. The man nodded 
at him. 


"T have you. Everything is okay now." He smiled, dismissing his sadness to 
not let it get the best of him. 


"You got me, alright. I'll always be here for you." A smile of sympathy 
appeared on Seokjin's face when the doctor kissed him. 


They stood up, and headed towards the bathroom. "Seokjin, wait!!" Seokjin 
started to slip and lose sense of balance in him. Namjoon pulled him by his 
waist, saving the man from a great fall. 


When Namjoon carried the man out of the shower, he forgot to turn the 
faucet off and the entire tub was overflowing. 


The water was everywhere, reminding Namjoon of the nightmare he had 
this morning. Before any of the two got injured, they cleaned the bathroom 
up using old rags to dry up the floor and eliminate the water. After 
everything was done, and the bathroom was safe to use, Seokjin entered the 
shower again. This time, Namjoon accompanied him, like he should have 
done in the first place instead of getting distracted by the paintings of the 
wall of the living room. 


As soon as Namjoon turned the shower back on, Seokjin flinched and 
covered his body with his bare hands. This surprised the doctor. 


"What's wrong? Did the pressure of the water startle you?" All that the 
other could do was nod, keeping his distance from the showerhead. 


"It's too strong for my skin and gives me bruises like the last one." Seokjin 
admitted. Namjoon's expression shifted from surprised to confused. 


"My showerhead used to give you bruises on your body? How come you 
never told me that?" 


"No, Sir..." The vampire put his arms down, standing further away from the 
showerhead once he did so. "The showerhead that gave me bruises wasn't 
yours, it was the one from the hospital." 


The doctor lowered his head. 


A few minutes later, Seokjin wondered why the man was acting so strange 
when he began eyeing his frame from head to toe. 


"You hurt yourself." The doctor pointed at a random body part in Seokjin. 
This alarmed the vampire. He searched himself everywhere in his body, 
trying to find out where his injury was, but found nothing. 


He was physically well, which is why Namjoon's comment was odd to the 
vampire. 


"I'm fine. I'm not injured." The water ran down Seokjin's back, reaching his 
head until it covered his eyes with his hair moving forward. 


"Oh, but you are injured." Namjoon walked towards him, caressing his neck 
with his hand. 


"Am I? Exactly, where, Dr. Kim?" The vampire knew where Namjoon was 
going, so he decided to play along and act as if he was clueless. 


Namjoon ran his lips across Seokjin's neck, brushing them softly. The 
vampire adored to be manhandled by the other. He became submissive with 


just the touch of Namjoon's hand on his hips. 
[Time skip] 


Two hours later, a cloud of fog evaporated from the inside of the bathroom 
when the lovers finally left, heading towards the living room. They were 
giddy and very happy, with a few hickeys on them. 


Perhaps more than just 'a few'. From their neck down to their back, 
Namjoon and Seokjin 


were covered with love bites. The steam from the hot water was visible on 
them, floating out of their bodies and swirling around the atmosphere. 


Namjoon stared at the other man, he noticed how funny he was wobbling. 
No matter how hard he tried, Seokjin failed to walk with his usual posture, 
tumbling down when he 

attempted to do so for the second time. 


Luckily, Namjoon was right there by his side, so he helped the vampire 
walk towards the spacious living room. 


"The couch is comfy." Namjoon said, staring at the vampire as he sat down 
after a while. 


"It is." The vampire replied, hissing the second he finished his sentence. 
"Are you having trouble there, Mr. Kim?" Namjoon teased. 
Seokjin chuckled, playing it off cool. 


They repositioned themselves on the large, red sectional, and Namjoon 
flinched when he felt a solid punch to his back. 


"What was that for?! Ow!" He winced, rubbing his aching muscles. 


"That was a sample of what my ass feels like at the moment, Dr. Kim." 
Seokjin mocked Namjoon's voice, cheekily smiling. 


"Let's not have sex in while out of respect for your bottom, alright?" 
Hearing this from Namjoon surprised the other. Then he thought of an idea. 


"Okay then, no sex for two hundred years." Namjoon jolted up so high, he 
almost collided with the floor. 


"Years?! I'll be dead by then, are you crazy?!" His voice cracked, slightly. 


"Pardon me, Dr. Kim, but did you forget you were already dead?" When 
Namjoon came to his senses, Seokjin burst out laughing. A laughter that 
brought music to the doctor's ears. 


He stared fondly at the vampire, feeling warm on the inside. Something 
about his laugh was so special to Namjoon, because it was so rare coming 
from the man, and contagious. 


"T like that." His voice blurted that out of nowhere. It caught Seokjin's 
attention immediately. 


"What?" 


"Your laughter. I like it. You should laugh more often." Namjoon 
responded. 


"My laughter is..." Seokjin covered his mouth, his smile faded away as his 
cheeks became red, instantly. 


"Your laughter-" Namjoon got closer and removed Seokjin's hand away 
from his mouth. "Is my medicine. Even doctors need to be healed whenever 
they fall ill and need a specific medication for their sickness, am I correct, 
Seokjin?" The vampire nodded. 


"Well, you're my medication. Yet you're very different from the rest of the 
over-the-counter prescription drugs I've taken." Namjoon lifted his arm up, 
wrapping it around Seokjin's waist. 


"How am I different to the others, Dr. Kim?" Seokjin placed his arm against 
Namjoon's chest, bringing his leg over the gap in between the doctor's own 


legs. He calmly rested his leg inside of the small gap, staring up at the 
doctor's eyes. 


"Doctors can buy their medications and fill out prescriptions to replace their 
drugs all of the time, whereas you... You're irreplaceable and I need you to 
live." The vampire sweetly 

nuzzled his head into Namjoon's neck. 


"I can't live without you, Namjoon." He moved his head behind the man's 
neck, placing a soft kiss on his earlobe after whispering his sentence into it. 
They intertwined hands. 


Namjoon squeezed Seokjin's waist, embracing the man in his arms tightly. 


Seokjin reacted by moving further on top of him. A thunderstorm struck out 
of nowhere, 
startling the vampires. 


"I wanted to go outside after dawn for a night walk around the garden. My 
plans are ruined." Seokjin pouted. 


"Who says we can't go outside now?" To make Seokjin's wish come true, 
the doctor held his hand to escort him outside to the garden full of graves 
trying to avoid the thunder and lightening. 


"Hey, we're immortal, but let's not try to die again by getting fried by the 
thunder. Okay, patient Dracula?" Namjoon smirked. 


"Dracula has nothing on me, baby. I'm far more- EVIL!" The small pause 
Seokjin made midway through his sentence was when he pushed Namjoon 
into a waterfall, near the forest. The doctor was in shock as he squirted 
water out of his nose. 


"You brat." Namjoon grabbed the vampire by his legs and dragged him into 
the river. 


Seokjin twirled his body within the water, splashing it all over Namjoon. 


"Two can play at that game!" The doctor was so caught up laughing, that he 
couldn't focus on getting back at Seokjin. 


"Catch me if you can." Seokjin took a deeper dive into the waterfall, 
disappearing. Namjoon followed behind the vampire, tracking him down 
immediately. Just before the rain increased and the thunder echoed loudly in 
the cave he had gotten into. 


"Seokjin?" Before searching for long, Namjoon spotted the vampire right 
away. He was still playing hard to get, so of course, he didn't make it easy 
for the doctor and made him chase him around the cave like two little kids 


playing tag. 


"Dr. Kim can't catch me! Dr. Kim can't catch me!" He chanted. What 
Seokjin didn't know was that Namjoon was purposely running slowly, but 
the way he was teasing the doctor only encouraged him to run faster. 


With his incredibly fast speed, Namjoon managed to catch up with Seokjin 
until he caught him. 


"You're so naughty, making me chase you around like that." He was 
breathless while Seokjin threw his head back, giggling. 


"A-and you're very fast." He breathlessly responded. After he able to 
breathe properly and settled down, Seokjin admitted as to why he wanted 
Namjoon to chase him. 


His explanation was quite unexpected. 


"Tag?" 
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"Tag?" Namjoon thought he had misheard Seokjin, but as a matter of fact, 
the vampire in deed did say the word "Tag", and with a smile on his face, he 
proceeded to explain the true meaning behind it. 


"When I was in the hospital as a child, the kids used to avoid me all of the 
time for who and what I was. My dark presence wouldn't allow me to make 
friends, I felt alone and shunned, so I made an imaginary friend to play tag 
with him." He stared at the doctor. 


"My friend's name was Loveless. Loveless became my comfort and acted as 
a solution for my loneliness. But like all solutions, there always comes a 
problem so big, that a solution simply cannot fix." 


Seokjin faced the rocks within the cave, to avoid having eye contact with 
the doctor for now. 


"What happened to Loveless, Seokjin?" The vampire took a deep breath in 
to answer Namjoon's question. 


His painful past was easy to talk about to Namjoon, but it doesn't mean it 
didn't haunt the vampire in his dreams, or in real life. No, Kim Seokjin will 
forever remain affected with the trauma he had to endure since he was an 
innocent child, up until now, that he is a completely grown up and mature 
adult. 


None of his memories will ever erase from his mind. He often hates himself 
for having such a good memory, for the same reason that he can't forget 
anything. Yet the man also feels proud of himself because of that one 
feature within his mind, as he could remember all of the wonderful life 
experiences he lived with Namjoon from start to finish without missing a 
single detail. 


"Loveless was the only light I ever saw within the dark cage they used to 
lock me in at night. And one day, a bittersweet and cold-hearted doctor 


overheard me talking to that imaginary friend. He unlocked the cage and let 
me out after giving me a tranquilizer in order for me to become less 
vicious," The vampire kept looking down at the center of the cave which 
had water within it. 


"But with the aggressiveness in me being gone, momentarily, I became 
vulnerable. The man grabbed my arms then started shaking me violently, 
making me feel very dizzy. "IT'S FAKE!" He exclaimed, "No one will ever 
be your friend, YOU LUNATIC!" each word spewing out of his mouth like 
fire, slowly burned the last bit of hope I had in ever having someone in my 
life. Eventually, ending with the first and only friendship I had of my own." 
Namjoon was in shock by Seokjin's unbelievable story. 


To think that the man was hiding so much pain for so long, keeping it to 
himself, it made Namjoon's heart ache. 


"That night, Loveless was no longer my light. And throughout all of the 
anger, sadness and frustration I felt deep within, Loveless became Darkness. 
A darkness who taught me to be fearless, to hide my sadness, and to bond 
with Evil, slowly turning into Satan himself." Seokjin felt a rush of blood 
flow through his head, entering his body. 


He clenched his fists and punched the inside of the cave, which was made 
up of a solid, rock hard wall. Blood started to drip from his knuckles, a 
sharp pain emitted from the injury he had just caused himself as Namjoon 
tried to tend to his newly made wound. 


The vampire insisted that he left it as it is. 


"No more healing. This wound needs to bleed." Hearing this, Namjoon 
thought it was all nonsense coming out of the Seokjin's mouth. 


"Understand-" The vampire retreated his fist away from Namjoon's weak 
grip. 


"Some wounds require bleeding in order to relive pain that can't be released 
in any other way." 


To Seokjin this seemed like an escape to him, but the doctor thought 
otherwise, giving the fact that he now had visible cuts and a serious injury 
on his right knuckle. 


"There are other ways to relive your pain other than to physically hurt 
yourself, Seokjin! This wasn't the right thing to do. Let's go back home to 
get this... Cured?" Namjoon took a second look at Seokjin's hand and to his 
surprise, the hand showed no signs of injuries at all: No scratches, no 
wounds, no bruises, and no blood, whatsoever. 


"I'm a vampire, I have the ability to heal quickly." Seokjin said with no 
facial expression. 


Namjoon's worry faded away. 


"I forgot that minor detail about yourself." A soft and faded laughter echoed 
from within the cave, coming from Namjoon's mouth. 


"T guess you don't need me to cure you whenever you get hurt, right?" 


"Wrong." The vampire answered, swiftly turning his head to face Namjoon. 
This left the doctor in utter shock. 


"There is only one physical part within my body that only you have the 
power to heal, and that is my heart. My heart would still be broken to this 
day if it weren't for you, Kim Namjoon." Though Seokjin never mentions 
Namjoon's full name, hearing him announce it out of the blue made a 
sincere smile appear on Namjoon's face. 


"No, Seokjin. It was you who fixed mine." Now that the man's wound was 
completely healed, Namjoon grabbed Seokjin's hand, as they walked 
outside of the cave. The rain was the one thing that remained after the 
thunder storm ceased. 


There was no one around the vampires except for themselves, and they 
frankly enjoyed their own presence alone. Just the two of them and no one 
else was all they needed. 


Just like most Vampires and creatures of the darkness, Namjoon and 
Seokjin belonged somewhere other than the Earth. 


A surprising gateway to their home opened up in the middle of an 
aftershock they had of earthquakes. 


That series of earthquakes was enough to open the earth. It scared the men 
at first sight to see how the earth had been ripped apart, and how the ground 
was lifted. 


Unfortunately, their shock wasn't over yet. It was just beginning. 


"Namjoon, watch out!!" 
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Seokjin saved Namjoon's life by pushing him towards the cave they were in 
before. His legs wobbled while he got off of the doctor, asking him if he 
was Okay. 


The man replied with yes, as he and the vampire looked at the catastrophic 
event that had just occurred right before their eyes. 


The entire ground was split in the middle, as lava spewed out of it in bits. 


"What the hell is that!?" Namjoon covered his face to keep it from burning 
up. They got closer to the gaping hole in the middle of where they were 
both standing, but not close enough to fall inside. 


"Follow us." A voice called out to them. A very alluring voice. Namjoon 
ignored it, but his lover on the other hand, he became hypnotized by the 
voice. 


He stared at Namjoon, his eyes changed to black. The red orbs that once 
inhabited his body were now darkened. Seokjin wasn't thinking when he 
stepped out towards the edge of where the lava was. 


"Seokjin! No!" The young doctor called out to him, his pace quickening 
within each step he took, running. Even though he was so close, he was too 
slow to react. What Seokjin had just done left Namjoon in such a shock, 
that he couldn't find the way to move. 


"Namjoon..." He carelessly jumped inside of the lava, risking his 
nonexistent life for the man he loved. 


Expecting to get burned by the fire, Namjoon hid his face with his shirt, in 
search of Seokjin. 


"Uncover your face, Namjoon." He shut his eyes, grabbing Seokjin's wrists. 


"Why the fuck would you do that! What were you thinking!?" He shouted 
at the vampire, embracing him tightly. 


"I was thinking about going back." Seokjin calmly responded. Namjoon let 
go of his body, finding himself alive and unharmed. 


The lava was everywhere, expect for where they were standing. There was 
a pathway of charcoal, making their feet burn, but they can't feel the heat or 
the pain. 


Namjoon gasped. 
"Welcome home, Dr. Kim." Seokjin announced. 


Standing a few miles away from them was the mansion they had slept in 
before, only it was different from before. Namjoon's car was in the entrance 
of the mansion, and the patio reminded him of his own. The inside of the 
mansion was an exact replica of Namjoon's old apartment as well. 


Yet they weren't back home. They were in a whole other world. 


"Seokjin, what is all of this? This is incredible!" Before Namjoon got too 
excited, Seokjin stopped him from entering the mansion. 


"If you wish to have this life, you must give up your old one." His dark 
voice intimidated the doctor. 


"What do you mean by that?" Since he had no clue of what was going on, 
Seokjin explained everything to him. 


"You can no longer go back to Earth. We demons are not welcome up there. 
This is our home now. Namjoon, I now have the power to convert you back 
into a human again... However there is a high price you must pay for going 
back to Earth alive and as a human." His words confused Namjoon, but 
there was a good reason as to why Seokjin was telling him all of this. 


"T already gave up my life to become a vampire, Seokjin. Why would I ever 
want to go back to living on Earth. And, by the way, why did you just say 
"We demons" when we're vampires?" 


There was still one secret yet to unfold. 
A secret so deep, until now, never told. 
A secret so dark, Seokjin himself feared it. 


For the reason his eyes were pitch black, was because he was no longer a 
Vampire, nor was he a spirit. 


Kim Seokjin was about to reveal exactly what he was to Namjoon, right 
before his eyes. 


"I was never sincere with you from the start. There is a lot I hold within my 
chest, far more than just a beating heart, my dear." He extended his arm out 
to Namjoon, his body becoming unstable. 


"T have a secret to share with you." He fell to the floor, growling loudly. 


"Seokjin, what's wrong!" Namjoon knelt to the ground, but Seokjin pushed 
him away. 


His laughter echoed, as his clothes burned to crisp. His naked body slowly 
became morphed. 


Horns grew out of the temples of his head, breaking through his tender 
flesh. Namjoon held back on doing anything, because his mind was now 
distracted by the smell of blood. 


And Seokjin knew he was. 


"Come closer, my love. I know you're dying to have a taste." The gap in 
Namjoon's mouth widened. He didn't think about it twice, and bit into 
Seokjin's exposed neck. 


This ignited a spark within the vampire's body. Without knowing, Namjoon 
was sucking Seokjin's abilities to be a vampire, strengthening his own. 


"Keep going." Seokjin's eyes turned white, momentarily. His claws sinking 
into Namjoon's back as the doctor held onto his nude frame, caressing his 


body. 


Something was holding Namjoon back from pulling his lips away from 
Seokjin's neck. It was his addictive taste. He was unaware of what he was 
doing to Seokjin's body, for the vampire was losing his form, and taking on 
a new one. 


The doctor wiped his bloodstained lips, swallowing the last bit of blood he 
had on the tip of his tongue. His breathing became heavy as he fell to the 
ground. 


Seokjin's old abilities had been transmitted into his body now, and Namjoon 
was taking it all in. 


His body became stronger. 
His teeth sharper. 

His thirst unquenchable. 
And his heart became darker. 


"Good boy." He hissed at Seokjin's voice, unable to tell who he was at first 
sight. For he was no longer a vampire, but a demon. 


Wings had grown out of his pale back, horns were on both sides of his 
temples, his eyes were pitch black. His voice echoed with a chilling 
sensation, and he possessed the powers to do many things he couldn't do 
when he was a vampire. 


Namjoon had lost sense of who he was. 


"Who am I, Seokjin. And who are you..." He looked down at his hands, 
seeing how pale his skin had become. 


"T am the demon that woman tumed me into, years ago. And you? You are 
mine, Dr. Kim." Seokjin's dominant side was now stronger than Namjoon's. 
The vampire was under his spell, as he unbuttoned his shirt. 


However, Namjoon wasn't willing to be taken over in such a way. Seokjin 
might have the powers to control Namjoon's mind and body, but he didn't 
stand a chance to dominate the vampire, without falling for his seductive 
game. 


"You cheated!" Seokjin aggressively moaned, sinking his nails into 
Namjoon's back. This time, he didn't draw blood, he cut through his back. 
Blood dripping down him as Seokjin let him do as he pleased. 


"Let's get one thing straight-" The vampire pulled on Seokjin's hair, 
roughly. 


"You can control me and you may be able to do many things to my body, 
but I can fuck you better." He himself was moaning at the sensation he felt 
when entering Seokjin. 


A breathless chuckle escaped Seokjin's mouth, as he parted his lips further. 
His knees were burning from the hot coal underneath them. He raised his 
hips upwards, lifting his bottom further back with every thrust. 


"Don't touch that!" Namjoon stopped thrusting to grab Seokjin's hand that 
had slipped. It nearly fell into the boiling hot lava, but the doctor was able 
to pull it away on time. 


"Or what?" The demon smirked, sticking his hand inside of the fire. "You 
know that saying "If you play with fire, you're going to get burned.", I don't 
think it has an effect on me now, Dr. Kim." Namjoon started laughing, as 
Seokjin winked at him. 


"Agh! Fuck! You c-could have warned me." He gritted his teeth when 
Namjoon thrusted into him again. 


As his body became heated again, Seokjin's high returned and his desire 
increased. 


"Harder... Harder!" Namjoon leaned down and started to bite his neck, 
leaving hickeys all over Seokjin's body. Especially on his back and neck. 


Seokjin's profanities multiplied, as did his moans. His sexual pleasure was 
too much for him to handle, yet he wanted more. 


He needed more. 


The dark entity switched positions in a matter of seconds, sitting on top of 
Namjoon. Despite the hot coal burning the vampire's back, he didn't feel the 
pain as he too was overcome by the pleasure Seokjin was giving him as he 
rode him. His erection causing his dick to twitch inside of the demon. 


Namjoon held Seokjin's hips, feeling his body tense up the faster Seokjin 
went, causing him to clench his jaw and push his head back. 


"Fuck, Seokjin... I'm going to-" The doctor didn't have time to warn 
Seokjin, before filling him up with his hot cum. 


Seokjin relaxed his muscles, steam coming out of his breath, within each 
gasp. His words were distorted from his moaning, enabling him from 
talking properly. He ran his hands up and down the sides of his hips, 
watching his length start to awaken again. 
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The sounds of demons screaming in Hell were not compared to the screams 
coming out of Seokjin's mouth, as Namjoon and him made love for the third 
time. 


Marks were all over their bodies. Round teeth marks were left on Seokjin's 
body as sharp, 

thin lines of blood ran down Namjoon's from the amount of times the 
demon scratched him. 


His ears were ringing from how loud he made Seokjin say his name, 
countless times during sex. 


Cum was dripping down Seokjin's thighs, and some that belonged to 
Namjoon, was on his stomach. 


They could practically see red from how heated their bodies had gotten, 
making them feel slightly lightheaded. 


"Hey Dr. Dracula, I might not have topped, but I will always be inside of 
you.” Seokjin referred to his vampire abilities being inside of Namjoon 
now. 

The lovers laughed, feeling more happy than ever. 

"T'll always have you with me now. I'm happy as hell." A sudden rumbling 
interrupted Namjoon's sentence, when the lava started to spew out, landing 
on the coal. 

"...Well, almost as happy." They began to laugh again. 

Seokjin got up. His knees were bleeding from the times he scrapped them 
on the hot charcoals. Namjoon stood up as well. They looked at each other 
for a while, not saying anything. 


"Namjoon?" Tears ran down Seokjin's cheeks. 


"Yes, Seokjin?" Namjoon wrapped his arm around the demon's shoulder, as 
he waited for his answer. 


"Let's go home." 

"Yeah, let's go home." 

You gave me your love, I gave you mine. 

You lend me your help, I helped you back. 
You gave me your home, I returned it. 

You mended my wounds, I was your medicine. 


You saved my life, and I gave you my own. 


Thank you for your love. 
Thank you for everything. 
You're my friend, Namjoon. 
My lover. 

And forever my Dr. Kim. 


[| THE END] 


¥ Thank You 4 


"All good things come to an end." 


Dearest readers, thank you so much for making it to the end of "Dr. Kim, 
Don't Fear Me’. I feel somewhat nostalgic about the ending, as I'm not good 
at goodbyes. 


This book has been a dream and a nightmare for me to write. At the very 
start of when I used to write the chapters, I couldn't sleep very well at night 
because my own book would scare me, hahaha. 


Not only the storyline, but the songs I used to listen to as well. 

Here are a few of Seokjin's theme songs: 

[Digital Daggers - The Devil Within] 

[The Birthday Massacre - Under Your Spell] 

[CNBLUE - Cold Love] 

[Peder B. Helland - Abandoned] 

[Peter Gundry - Forever You Said] 

[Peter Gundry - The Awakening] An entire one hour playlist of Peter 
Gundry's compositions was all that I used to listen to while writing, so 
definitely hear it. The songs were amazing. 

[Lucas King - Silence] 


[Lucas King - Insanity] 


---Namjoon's theme songs---- 


[Flora Cash - You're Somebody Else] 
[VIXX - Error] 

[Sickick - Lost My Way] 

[Sickick - Infected] 

[Digital Daggers - Still Here] 
[Sickick - Mind Games] 

[M83 - Wait] 


[Through Fire - Breathe] 


xxxxNamjin's theme songs x 
[X Japan - forever Love] 

[Chase Atlantic - Church] 
[Chase Atlantic - Right Here] 
[Peter Gundry - I Bleed For You] 
[Peter Gundry - Vampire's Heart] 
[RM (ft. JIN) - Trouble] 
[U-KISS - Believe] 
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And that's all for my mini tracklist of songs I used to listen to while writing 
the story, and the inspiration behind it. Once again, thank you all for 
reading this book! 


Farewell! <3 


-Author Out- 


+SEQUEL + 


The sequel to 'Dr. Kim, Don't Fear Me' is OUT NOW, everyone. It's 
called 'Patient Kim’, and it's very different from this story. It's much 
softer and calm, I promise 


© I wouldn't dare lie to my fellow readers © or... Would I? ;) Haha, 
anyways, here's the cover $ 


| WAS IN THE DARKNESS. 


OU) DARKNESS | BECAME 


If you're interested in reading it, then put your headphones on, listen to 
some dark piano music, and keep your windows closed so a demon doesn't 
fly into your room 


Wait- Do you guys hear that? It sounds like... BATS!! 
*oets taken away by a vampire* 


"Good evening, readers. I've come from the other side of the world to ask 
you if you would all embark on this dark and unpleasant journey within 
‘Patient Kim’. If you wish to join me and discover unknown facts about my 
wicked world, you're all cordially invited to come. 


- Sincerely, Kim Seokjin, don't keep me waiting. I know you're dying to 
read it." 


And, at my very last note, I would like to say this one last time, in this 
book. 


Everyone, can you guess what it is? ;) 
Correct! Now say it with me! 


¥ ~ Author Out ~ 


DEIN, 
DON'T FEM ME 


